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THE 


lo R P H A N- 
Unhappy n 


TRAGEDY. 


Qui pe Ea evade, magno 1 fans tollit; 
| Dai Puguas C Caſtra petit, præcingitur Auro: 
N 3 fifto j ꝛcet ebrizss Oſtro; | 
Et qui ſollicita: Nuptas, ad premia peccat : 
Sola prttinaſis horret Facundia pennis, | 
Atque mopi lingua deſertas invocat Artes, Pet. Arb. 
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To Her Royal Hizhneſs the Duckkss. 


MADAM, | | 
AGTFTER having a great while wiſh'd to 1 
wovrite ſomething that might be worthy to 1 
lay at Your Highneſs's Feet, and finding it = 
impoſſible: Since the World has been fo IH 
kind to me to judge of this Poem to my 3 
Advantage, as the moſt pardonable Fault 
| which I have made in us kind; I had | 
1 finn'd againſt my elf, if I had not choſen this * 1H 
nity to implore (what my Ambition is moſt fond of] Your 
1 Favour and Protection. PO 
Tor tho Fortune would not fo far bleſs my Endeavours, 
to encourage them with Your Royal Highneſs's Pre- 
ſence, when this came into the World: Vet I cannot 
declare it was my Defign and Hopes, it might have been | 
Jour Divertiſement in that happy Seaſon, when You re- | 
turn d again to chear all thoſe Eyes that had before wept 
bor Your Departure, andenliven all Hearts that had droop'd | 
bor Your Abſence: When Wit ought ro have paid its 
choiceſt Tributes in, and Joy have known no Limits, 
7 then I hop'd my little Mite would not have been rejected; 
tho my ill Fortune was too hard for me, and I loſt a 
greater Honour, by Your Royal Highneſs's Abſence, than 
all the A yo-m of the World beſides can make me Re- 
! paration for. | | 
Nevertheleſs, I thought myſelf not quite unhappy, fo 
long as I had Hopes this way yet ro recompenſe my Diſ- 
appointment paſt; when I conſider'd alſo, that Poerry © 
might claim Right to a little Share in Your Favour: For ; 
1 Tafſo and Arioſto, ſome of the beſt, have made their | 
Names eternal, by tranſmitting ro After-Ages the Glory 
_ #} of Your Anceſtors; and under the ſpreading of that 
Shade, where two of the beſt have planted their Laurels, 
bow honoured ſhould I be, who am the worſt, if but a 
Branch might grow for me! 
A 3- I dare 


aa. 
n * 4 
r = 


— — - 4a AAS 


EEE” 


Wn 9 
—- I 


— 2 


- ; . * 
— — — 4 — — 2 —— — TT „ ——— * 
— wu n 2 


The DzxD1cAarT1oON. 

I dare not think of offering any thing in this Addre%, 
that might look like a Panegyrick, for Fear leſt, when 
I have done my beſt, the World thould condemn me, 
for ſaying too little, and You Yourſelf check me, for 

meddling with a Task unfit for my Talent. 
For, the Deſcription of Virtues and Perfections ſo rare 
as yours are, ought to be done by as deliberate as skilful 
a Hand; the Features muſt be drawn very fine, to be like; 
haſty Dawbing will but ſpoil the Picture, and make it ſo 
unnatural, as muſt want ſalſe Lights to ſet it off: And 
Your Virtue can receive no more Luſtre from Praiſes, 
than Your Beauty can be improv'd by Art; which, as it 
charms the braveſt Prince that ever amaz d the World 
with his Vartuc : So, let but all other Hearts enquire in- 
to themſelves, and then judge, how it ought to be ptais d. 
Your Love too, as none bur that great Hero, who has 
it, could deſerve it, and therefore, by a particular Lot 
trom Heaven, was deſtin d to ſo extraordinary a Bleſſing, 


& matchlefs for itſelf, and fo wondrous for its Conſtan- 
Cy, ſhall be remember'd to Your immortal Honour, when 


all other Tranſactions, of the Age You live in, ſhall be 


SS SPZ KH Wt oOMRge. 


ut 1 forget, that I am tO ask Pardon for the Fault 


have been all this while committing. Wherefore, I beg 


Jour Highneſs to forgive me this Preſumption, and that 


You will be pleas'd to think well of one, who cannot 


help refolving, with all the Actions of Life, to endea- 


vour to deſerve it: Nay more, I would beg, and hope it 
may be granted, that I may, thio* Yours, never want an 
Advocate in His Favour, whoſe Heart and Mind You 
| have fo entire a Share in; it is my only Portion and my 
Fortune, I cannot but be happy, ſo long as I have but 


Hopes I may enjoy it, and I muſt be miſerable, ſhould | 


it ever be my ill Fate to loſe it. 5 
This, wich eternal Wiſhes for Your Royal Highnels's 


Content, Happineſs, and Proſperity, in all Humility is 


preſented by 


„ TRHO. OrVWAT. 


Yeur Moſt Obedient and Devoted Servant, 


With all thoſe humble Thoughts, which ftill have ſway'd 
His Pride, much doubting, trembling, and afro; 2 


PRO L O G F. 


O You, great F: r 5 in this Wiiting Age, — 
The Sous of Wit and Patrous of the Stage, | | 


Of what is to his want of Merit due, 


And aw'd by every Excellence in you, 


ae, never once Lampoon d the harmleſs Li ife 


Ie Anthor ſends to beg you will be kind, 
| 4nd ſpare thoſe many Faults you needs muſt find. 
You to whom Wit a common Foe ts grown, 

The Thing ye ſcorn and publickly diſown ; 
: Tough now perhaps y'are here for other Ends, 

| He ſavears to me ye ought to be bis Friends: 

for be ne er call d ye yet inſipid Tools ; 

' Nor wrote one Line to tell ye you were Fools: 
lur ſays of Wit ye have ſo large a flore, 

ves 2 much, you never will have more. * 4 
le ne er with Libel treated yet the Town, | 
le Names of honeſt Men bedawb'd and ſhown ; 


; 2 6 — — — 
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0, Suburb Virgin, or of City <1 

Watyr's th Effet of Poetry's Diſeaſe, 

Which, Sick of a lewd Age, ſhe vents for Eaſe, 8 

lut now her only Strife ſhould be to pleaſe; 

Nince of ill Fate the baneful Cloud's withdrawn, 

dad Happineſs again begins to daun; 

lince beth with Foy and TTiumph be | is come. 

10 at always drew Fears hence, ne er br ought 'em home. 
ow be plow'd the boiſterous Occan ver, ; 


tt ne er more welcome to the longing Shore, 
lr when he brought home Victor ies be fore. 
Wir then freſh Lawrels flowrijh'd on his Brow, 
lud be comes crown'd with Olive Branches now : 
ceive him Ob receive bim as bis Friends; 
Pbrace the Bleſſi mngs which be recommends ; 
Quiet as your Foes ſhall ne er deſtroy ; 
n ſhake off Fears, and ny ” Hands for Jay. 


Dramatis- 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


NEN. 


4 a Nobleman wad trom 
the Court, and living privat ch & Mr. Gillow. 
in the Country. | 


Caſtalio, ; r. Betterton. ö 
ile pu Sons. | Mr. Williams. 
C 1 a Young Soldier of 5 Mr. Smith. ( 
Erneſto, | Serv ants in the Fa- Mr. Norri To | 
GEE 1 ino, | mily. | © Mr. IVWiltſhrre. 85 
» rdelio, Polydore's Page. A little Girl. 
„ 
WOMEN. 


Monimia, the Orphan left under ic 
the Guardianſhip of old Acaſto. * Mrs. Barr. 


Ser ina, Acaſto's Daughter. „ -.__ Bote ler. 
Florella, Monimia's Woman. Mrs. Cborn. 
42 25 | | | | 5 | yo 
HE ab 


SCENE, BOHEMIA. 


ACTI. SCENE 1, 


PAULING. :: 
ls ſtrange, Erneſto, this Severity, 
LJ Should ſtill reign pow'rful in Acaſtos 


Mind, 


To hate the Court where he was bred, 
and Its d, | | | 
All Honours heap'd on him that Pow 
| could give. 3 
In. Tis true, he hicher came a private Gentleman, 
joung and brave, and of a Family 
t and Noble, ag the Empire holds. 
Honours he has gain'd are juſtly his: 
5 purchas'd them in War; thrice has he led 
Army againſt the Rebels, and as often 
nd with Victory; the World has not 
Soldicr, or a better Subject. | 
in. It was his Virtue at firſt made me ſerve kim; 
Sthe beſt of Maſters, as of Friends: 
he has lately been invited thicher ; 
he keeps his ſtubborn Purpoſe, cries, 


He's 


8 
= 


1 — — — — — 
— — 
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Enter Paulino and Erneſto, | a 


Oo — 


— 


_ 


1 


. 
wig 


5 Ern. No, he has two Sons that were ordain'd to be 


o | 


[ten 
W aa me ORFMAN , A 4 
_ He's old, aud willingly would be at reſt: _ {Pt 


I doubt there's deep Reſentment in his Mind, 
| For the late Slight his Honour ſuffer d there. 3 
Ern. Has he not Reaſon? When for what he had born, * 


Long, hard, and faithful Toil, he might have claimd "ay 
Places in Honour, and Employment Fob; Fi — 
A hüffing, ſhining, flatt ring, cringing Coward, 1 


A Canker-worm of Peace, was rais' d above him. | 
Paul. Yer ſtill he holds juſt Value for the King, we 

Nor never names him but with higheft Reyerence, 2! hr 
Tis noble that---- | | 17 1 
& _ Er». Oh! I have heard him wanton in his Praiſe, * 


om her Womb no more can bleſs the Earth! 
ben he dies, farewel, all Honour, Bounty, 

Il generous Encouragement of Arts, 
For Charity her ſelf becomes a Widow, 


P. 


well his Virtue's, as his Fortunes Heirs. Jr 
Paul. They're both of Nature mild, and full of 5 weetnelſ? 35 1 


They came Twins from the Womb, and till they lire there 
As if they would go Twins too to the Grave: ocrtal 
Neicher has any thing he calls his own, 1 
But of each air Joys as Grieis partaking; 1 
So very honeſtly, ſo well they love, q . P 
As they were ovly for cach other born. 8 nt 
Ern. Never was Parent in an Offspring happier; f. 43 
He has a Daughter too, whole bloommg Age 3 
Promiſes Goodneſs equal to her Beauty. delper 


Paul. And as there is a Friendſhip'twixt the Brethre bore x 
So has her Infant Nature choſen too | 
A faithful Partner of her Thoughts and Wilhes, 
And kind Companion of her barmleſs Pleatures. | 

rn. You mean the beau:cous Orphan, fair Monm 

Paul. The ſame, the Daughter of the brave Cham® 
He was our Lord's Companion in the Wars, 
Where ſuch a wond'rous Fricndthip grew berweel © 
As only Death could cud : Chamozt's Eſtate 
Was ruiu'd in our late and Civil Dutcords; 


There 


ORPHAN. 
ſherefore, unable to advance her Fortune, 
te left his Daughter to our Maſter's Care; 
ſuch 4 Care, as the ſcarce loſt a Father. 
Irn. Her Brother to the Emperor's Wars went eatly, 
I ſeek a Fortune, or a noble Fate; e 
he with Honour is expected back, 
mighty Marks of that Great Prince's Favour. 
paul. Our Maſter never would permit his Sons 

v launch for Fortune in th'uncertain World, 

warns em to avoid both Courts and Camps, 

bete dilatory Fortune plays the Jilt . 

th the brave, noble, honeſt, gallant Man, 

"throw herſelf away on Fools and Knaves. | 
bn. They have both forward, gen'rous, active Spirits 
daily their Petition to their Father, 

pend them forth where Glory's to be gotten; 


—.— 


„ they're weary of their lazy Home, | - 
ll 0 3 ſome — that — may talk of. 
lay they chas d the Boar, aud near this Time TY 
ud be return d. „„ = | 
ve . Oh that's a Royal Sport! 


yet may ſee the old Man in a Morning, 4 
as Health, come ruddy to the Field, „ 
there purſue the Chaſe, as if he meant . 
vertake Time, and bring back Youth again. 
| [Exeunt. 
Enter Caſtalio, Polydore, and Page. 
. Polydore ! our Sport 
deen to-day, much better for the Danger; 
u on the Brink the foaming Boar 1 met, 
n his Side thought to have lodg'd my Spear, 
deſperate Savage ruth'd within my Force, 
& bore me headlong with him down the Rock. 
u. But then---- ES 
N. Ay then, my Brother, my Friend Pelydo: e, 
Perſeus mounted on his winged Stecd, 
lonimiſ on, and down the dang'rous Preeipice leapt 
"hamo_e Caſtalio. Twas a God-like Act! 
But when-I came, I found you Conqueror. 
rec a Heart danc'd to ſce vor Danger paſt! 


rne(s 
le 


1 he 
Thete 


— — ——— . 
— — — _ = — 


How fulſome muſt it be to ſtay behind, 


12 Tile ORPHAN 
| The Heat and Fury of the Chaſe was cold, 

1 And I had nothing in my Mind but Joy. _ 

. Caſt. So, Polydore, methinks we might in War 
. Ruſh on together; thou thou'dſt be my Guard, 

And I be thine; bar i is't could hurt us then? 

Now half the Vourh of Europe are in Arms, 


| With all the Suff rance of a tender Friend. 


Iss it ſo guarded, that you could not love her | ' 


And die of rank Diſeaſes here A Home? 
Pol. No, let me purchaſe in my Youth Renown, 
To make me lov'd and. valu'd, when I'm old; 
I would be buſy in the World, and learn, 
Not like a moos. and uſeleſs Dunghill Weed, 


=_ N to one Spot, and rot juſt as I grow. 


„Our Father 


| Hs ta'en himſelf a Surfeit of the World, 


And cries it is not ſafe that we ſhould take it; ; 


Ion I have Duty very pow'rful in me; 


- 


= I'd bazard all to raiſe my Name, 
heð ſo tender, and fo good a Father, 
uld nor do a thing to croſs bis Will. 
Pol. Caſtalio, I have Doubts within my Heart. 
Which you, and ouly you can fatisfy : 
6 ou be free and candid to your Friend? 

Caſt. Have Ia Thought my Polydore ſhould norknow 2 
What can this mean 

Pol. Nay, Il conjure you too, | 
By all the Micteſt Bonds of faithful Friendſhip, 
To thew your Heart as naked in this Point, | 
As 2 would purge you of your Sins to Heav u. ö 


23*＋*W br 5 


Caſt. J will. | 
Pol. And ſhould 1 chance to touch it nearly, ber * ; 


Caſt. As calmly as the wounded Patient bears 
The Artiſt's Hane that miniſters his Cure. | | 
Pol. That's kindly (aid. You know our Father «Ward, 
The fair Monimia ; is your Heart ar Peace? 


| 


Caſt. Suppoſe I ſhould ? 
Pol. . you ſhould not, Brother. 
Caft. You'd ſay, I mult not. 


Pol. 


De ORPHAN. 13 
Pol. That would ſound too roughly 
'Twixt Friends and Brothers, as we two ate. 
Caſt. Is Love a Fault? | | 
Pol. In one of us it may be: 
What if 1 lover her? 
Caſt, Then I muſt inform you 


| Lloyd her firſt, and eannot quit the Claim, 


Win, and enjoy her. 


I could not bear a Rival in my Friendthip, | 


Whole chance it prove, but let's not quarrel fort. 


But ill preſerve the * of my Paſſion. 

Po. You will. 

Caſt. I will. 

Pol. No more, I've done. 

Caſt. Why not? 

Pol. 1 ola you 1 had done; 
But 1 Caſtalio, would diſ pute it. 

Caſt. No ? 

Not with my Po/ydore ; though I muſt own 
My Nature obſtinate and void of ſuff rance. 
Love reigns a very Tyrant in my Heart, - 
Attended on his Throne by all his Guards * 
Of turious Wilhes, Fears, and nice Suſpicions 


1 am fo much in Love, and fond of thee. + 
Pol. Yet you will break this nnn. 
Caſt. Not for Crowns. 


Pot. But for a Toy you would, a Woman's 8 


1 Unjuſt Caſtalio ! 


j 


Caſt. Pr'ythee, where's my fault? 
Pol. You love Monimia. 

Caſt. Yes. 

Pol. And you would kill me, 

It Im your Rival, _ 

Caſt. No, ſure we're ſuch Fricnds, | 
So much one Man, that our A ffections toe 
Muſt be united, and the fame as we are. 

Pol. I dote upon Monimia. 


Caft. Love her till; 


Pol. Both of us cannot. 
Caſt. No Matter 


Po7. 


2 


— F 


————— — — ee 2 
$ n * o PAC * -”» 4 


24 The ORPHAN. 


Pol. You would not wed Monimia ou? 1 
cas. Wed ber! would you ? 1 
No! were ſhe all Deſire could wik. as fair 1 
As would the vaineſt of her Sex be thought, | I 
With Wealth beyond what Woman's Pride could waſte \ 
She ſhould not cheat me of my Freedom. * ; 1 
When Iam old and u cary of che World, 1 
I may grow deſperate, 
And take a Wife to mertifie withal. 
Pol. It is an elder Brother's Duty ſo 
To propagate his Family and Name: 5 
You would not have yours dit and buried with you P 
Caſt. Meer Vanity, and {lily Dotage all; » 
No, let me live at large, and when 1 8 . 
Pol. Who thall poſſeſs th” Eſtate you leave? D 
Caſt. My Friend, e KS A 
If he turvives me; if not, my King, | * 
* may beſtow'r again on ſome braxe Man, * 
V Honeſty and Services deſerve one. ” In 
Pol. Tis . offer'd. 0 
Caſt. By yon Hcav'n, I love i M 
My Polydere beyond all wordly Joys, OY | EF: 
And would not thock his Quiet, to be bleſt lt 
Wich yreater Happineſs than Man cer raftcd. e 
Pe}. And by that Hieav'n ercrnally 1 Lear, 5 
Jo keep kind C aſtalio m my Hcatt. 
Whole tha!l 470ni;nia be ? . Sa 
Caſt. No matter u hole. 1. 
| Pol. Were you not with her privately laſt Ni 5 
þ Caſt. 1 was, and thould have inct her again; | 
| Bur th' Opportunity hall now be ihine | Pt 
My elf will bring ther co the Scene ot Love; A. 
But have a Care, by Friend flap I conute thee, la 
That no falſe Play be offer d to thy Blocher. . 
| Urge all thy Pow'rs to magerky Fallon proipe: . g 
Bur wrong not mine. Tl 
Pol. Hear'n blalt mc if 1 "oy | 
Cat. It t prove thy Fortune, Po/ydore, to conquer, 3 
(For thou haft al! ! che Arts of fine Ferſw aon!) . 


| Truſt me, and let me know thy Love's Succ-l5, 
Thar I may ever aft It. fic mine Pol. 


Tie ORPHAN. 
Pol. Though ſhe be dearer to my Soul, than Reſt | 
To weary pile grims, or to Miſers Gold, 
To great ven Power, or weal: hy Cities Pride, 
Rather than wrong Caſtalio, I'd forget her. 
For if ye Pow'rs have Happineſs in ſtore, | 
When ye would ſhow'r down Toys on Polydore, 
In one great Bleſſing all your Bounty (end, 
That I may never loſe fo deat a :'icnd. 


15 


[Ex. Caſt, Pol. Marct Page 


NO Enter Monimia. 
on. So ſoon return'd from hunting? This fair 8 
Seems as if ſent to iuvite the World abroad. 
Pais'4 not Caſtalio and Polydore this way? 
Pege. Madam, jſt now. 
Mon. Sure my 1 Fare's upon me, 
Diſtruſt and Hravineſs fir round my Heart, 
And Apprehenſion thocks my timorous Soul. 
Why was not l laid in my peaceful Grave 
With my poo? Parcuts ? and ar Reſt as they are? 
Inſtead or thu, I'm wanting ino Cares. 
Ceſtalis O Caſtallul thou halt caught 
My ;oolith Heart 4 and like a tender Child, 
Tha: truſts his Play-rhingro another Hand, 
I fear its min; aud. faiu would have i: back. 
Come near, Cordelia. I muitchide you, Sir. 
ET ge. "way, adam, have l done you any wrong » 
Au. I neter fee you now ; you have been kinder, 
Sat by my Bed, and Jung me pretty Songs: | 
Perk aps I've beet ungr vel: here's Money for you: 
WII! you ob 85 me: Shall 1 tee you ottner ? 
Pate. Madam, Id ferve vou wi a my Soul; 
But in a Morning when you call me to you, 
As by your Bed 1 ſtand and cell you Stories, 
lam albam d to ſee your lwelling Breaſts, 
It makes me bluth, tliey are ſo very white. 
%%. Oh Nlen tor Flattery and Deceit renown'd! 
Thus when varevoung yelearn it all ike him, 
Till a; your Ycars enercaſe, that ſtrengthens too, 
T'undo poor Maids, and make our Run eaſie. 
Tell me, Co; delio, tor thou oft baſt heard 


B 2 Their 
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16 The ORPHAN. 
Their friendly Converſe, and their Boſom Secrets, 
Sometimes, ar leaſt, have they nottalk'd of me? 
Page. Oh Madam! Very wickedly they have talk d! 
But I'm afraid to name it, for they ſay 
Boys muſt be whipt that tell their Maſters Secrets. 
Mon. Fear not, Cordelio ! It ſhall ne er be known; 
For I'll preſerve the Secret as twere mine. 
Polydore cannot be fo kind as 1. 5 
III furniſh thee for all thy harmleſs Sports 90 
With pretty Toys, and thou ſhalt be my Page. 
Page. And truly, Madam, I had rather be fo. 
Methinks you love me better than my Lord, 
For he was never half ſo kind as you are. 
What muſt I do? | | 
Mon. Inform me hq th haſt heard 
Caſtalio, and his Brother, uſe my Name. 
Page. With all the Tendernels of Love, 
You were the Subject of thcir laſt Diſcourſe. 
Ar firſt I chenght ir would have fatal prov'd ; 
Burt as the one grew hot the other cool d, 
And yielded to the frailty of his Friend; 
At laſt, after much ſtruggling, twas reſolyd—— 
Mon. What, good Cordelio? i 
Page. Not to quarrel for you. 
Mon. I would not have em, by my deareſt hopes, 
I would not be the Argument of Strite. 
But ſurely my Caſtalio won't forſake me, 
And make a Mockety ot my caſie Love. 
Went they together? 
Page. Les, to ſeek you, Madam. 
Caſtalio promis d Polydore to bring him 
Where he alone might meet you, 

And fairly try the Fortune of bis Wiſhes. 

Mon. Am I then grown fo cheap, juſt to be made 
A common Stake, a Prize for Love in jeſt? 
Was not Caſtalio very loath to yield it, 

Or was it Po/ydore's untuly Pallion, 

Thar heightened the Debate? | 
Page. The fault was Polydore'ss | 
Caſtalio play'd wich Love, and ſmiling ſhew'd 
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The pleaſure, not the pangs of his Deſire. 
He laid no Woman's Smiles thould buy his Freedom ; j 
And Marriage is a morrifying thing. 
Mon. Then I am ruin 'l, 11 Caſtalio's falſe. 
Where is there Faith and Honour to be found? 
Ye Gods, that guard the Innocent, and guide 
The Weak; protect and take me to your care. 
On bur I love him! There's the Rock will wreck me! 
Why was I made with all my Sex s Softneſs, 
Yer want the Cunning to conceal its Follies ? 
Il ſee Caſtalia, tax him with his Falthoods, 
Be a true Woman, rail, proteſt my Wrongs ; 
Reſolve to hate him, and yet love him ſtill. 
Enter Caſtalio and Pal ydore. | 
He comes, the Conqueror comes! lye Nill my Heart, 
And learn to beat thy Injuries with Scorn. 
Caſt. Madam, my Brother begs he may have leave 
To tell you ſomething that concerns you nearly, 
| leaye you as becomes me, and withdraw. 
Mon. My Lord Caſtalis“ 
Caſt. Madam ! 
Mon. Have you purpos 4 
Lo abuſe me palpably 2 What means this Uſage ? 
Why am I left with Polydore alone? | 
Caſt. He beſt can tell you. Buſineſs of m 
Calls me away, I muſt attend my Father. 
Mon. Will you then leave ac thus? 
Ca/F. Bur for a momem 
Mon. It haas been otherwiſe; the time has been, 
When Bufineſs might have ſtay 'd, aud I been heard. 
Caſt. I could for ever hear thee ; but this time 
Matters of ſuch odd Circumſtances prels me, 
; Tha: I muſt 82 Exit. 
A. Then go, and iſ't be Poſſible for ever. | 
Well, my Lord Poty ure, IA Zuels FORT buſineſs, 
And read th' ill-natur'd purpole in your Eves. 
Pol. It to deſire yo more than Mifers Wealth, 
Or dving Men an hour of added Life; 
I ſottelt Withes, and a Heart more true, 


Than ever ſufter'd yer fo; Loye diſdain'd, 
B 3 | Speak 


r 
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Speak an ill Nature, you accuſe me juſtly. Dr ſ 
Mon. Talk not of Love, my Lord, I muſt not bear it. Fant: 
Pol. Who can behold ſuch Beauty, and be ſilent! Of n 
Defire firſt taught us Words: Man, when created, Jo L 
At firſt alone long wander d up and down, — "= 
Forlorn, and ſilent as his Vaſſal- Beaſts; Now 
But when a Heav'n-born Maid, like you, appear'd, Virtu 
Strange Pleaſures fill'd his Eyes, and fir'd his Heart, and! 
Unloos'd his Tongue, and his firſt Talk was Love. No h 
Mon. The firſt created Pair, indeed, were bleſt; frery 
They were the only Objects of each other, M 
Therefore he courted her; and her alone: - I own 
But in this peopled World of Beauty, where and t 
There's roving Rooth, where you may court, and ruin There 
Athouſand more, why need you talk rome? 4; me 
Noel. Oh! I could talk to thee for ever: Thus _ |} 
Eternally admiring, fix and gaze Id ral 
On thoſe dear Eyes, for every Glance they ſend mon 
Darts through my Soul, and almoſt gives Enjoy ment. is W 
Mon. How can you labour thus for my undoing? „n 
I muſt confeſs, indeed, I owe you more from 
Than ever J can hope to think to pay. Pol. 
There always was a Friendſhip twixt our Families; Lo cri. 
And therefore when my tender Parents dy d, hich 
Whoſe ruin'd Fortunes too expir'd with them, due lu 
Your Father's Piry, and his Bounty, took me, ad fr 

A poor and helpleſs Orphan, to his Care. }ajoys 
Pol. 'T was Heav'n ordain'd it fo, to make me happy. *! thal 
Hence with this 8 Virtue, tis a Cheat, ait o 
And thoſe who taught it firſt were Hy pocrites. den v 
Come, theſe ſoft tender Limbs were made for yielding. ind br 


Mon. Here on my knees by Heay'n's bleſt Power I Wear, „ ve 
[A neels. 1 ruf] 


If you perſiſt, I ne er henceforth will ſee you, t dc 
But rather wander thro the World a Beggar, uſeit 
And live on ſordid Scraps at proud Mens Doors; Then 
For tho' to Fortune loſt, III ſtill inherit And 
My Mother's Virtues, and my Father's Hor our. |. 
P. J. Intolcrable Vanity! your Sex | 
Was never in the right; y are always alle, 
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Or filly ; even your Dreſſes are not more 
fantaſtick than your Appetites: you think 
Of nothing twiee: Opinion you have none. 
To Day y are nice, to Morrow not io free ; 
Now ſmile, then frown ; now ſorrowful, then 
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glad 3 


Now pleas'd, now not; and all you know not why! 


ſirue you affect, Inconſtancy's your Practice, 


ind when your looſe Defires once get Dominion, 


No hungry Churl feeds coarſer at a Feaſt; 
Erery rank Fool goes down----- 

Mon. Indeed, my Lord, 
-l own my Sex's Folligs; I have em all, 
ind to avoid its Fault, muſt fly from you: 
Therefore believe me, could you raiſe me high 


45 moſt fanraſtick Woman's With could reach, 


and lay all Nature's Riches at my Feet; 
[4 rather run a Salvage in the Woods 


mongſt brute Beaſts, grow wrinkled and deform'd, 
s Wildneſs and moſt rude Neglect could make me, 


might ſtill enjoy my Honour ſafe 


| from the AN Wiles of faithleſs Men. Exit. 
: T 


Pol. Who d 
lo cringe thus, fawn, and flatter for a Pleaſure, 
Which Beaſts enjoy ſo very much above him? 
The luſty Bull ranges — all the Field, 
d from the Herd ingling is Female out, 
}oys her, andabandons her at Will. 
hall be fo, T'll yet poſſeſs my Love, 8 
ait on, and watch her looſe unguarded Hours; 


at ſordid fooliſh thing call'd Man, 


-hen when her roving Thoughts have been abroad, 


nd brought in wanton Wiſhes to her Heart; 
very Minute when her Virtue nods, 
[ruſh upon her in aſtorm of Love, 


*x down her guard of Honour all before me. 


ufeit on Joys, till even Deſire grow ſick; 
| Then by long Abſence Liberty regain, 
Aud quite forget the Pleaſure and the Pain. 


LEx. Pol, and 
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ind 

ACT It. SCENE . 

Enter Acaſto, Caſtalio, Polydore, Attendants. — 
Acaſt. O day has been a Day ot glorious Sport. ind E 
I Whenyou, Caſtalio, and your Brother left me, Then 

Forth from the Thickers ruſh'd another Boar, em 1 
So large, he ſeem'd the Tyrant of the Woods, Then 
With all his dreadful Briſtles rais'd up high, ad la 
They ſeem'd a Grove of Spears upon his Back; ch tl 
Foaming he came at me, where I u as poſted, | Coft 


Beſt to obſerve which way he'd lead - Chaſe, ; 
Whetting his huge long Tusks, and gaping wide, 
As if he already ad — for his Nay 1 
Till brandiſhing my well-pois'd Javelin high, 
With this bold Executing Arm, I ſtruck 
The ugly brindled Monſter to the Heart. 
Caſt. The Actions of your Lite were always wond' tous. 
Acaſt. No Flattery, Boy! an honeſt Man cant live by t, 
It is a little ſneaking Art, which Knaves | 
Uſe to cajole and ſoften Fools withal ; | 
If thou haſt Flatt'ry in thy Nature, out with't, 
Or ſend it to a Court, for there till thrive. 
Pul. Why there ? 
Acaſt. Tis, next to Money, current there; 
To be ſeen daily in as many Forms 
As there are forts of Vanities, and Men; 
The ſuperſtitious Stateſman has his Sneer 
To {mooth a por Man off with, that can't bribe him; 
The grave dull Fellow of ſmall Buſineſs ſooths 
The Humouriſt, and will needs admire his Wit: 
Who wrhour Spleen could ſee a hot-brain'd Atheiſt 
Thanking a ſurly Doctor for his Sermon, 
Or a grave Countcllor- meet a ſmooth young Lord, 
| Squeeze hm by the Hand, and praiſe his good Complexion * h 
Pol. Courts are the places where beſt Manners flourith ; 4; 
Where the Deferviug ought to rife, and Fools & 
Make thow. Why thould I vex and chafe my Spleen, 
To ice a gawdy Coxcomb thine, when I 
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Hive (cen enough to ſooth him in his Follics, 


uud ride him to advantage as I pleaſe 2----- 


N ; 


on: 


ih, 


cen, 


le 


Acaſt. Who merit, onght indeed to rife 1'th' World 
at no wiſe Man that's honeſt ſhould expect. 
bat Man of Senſe would rack his generous Mind, 
ſo practiſe all the baſe Formalities 
ind Forms of buſineſs, force a grave ſtarch'd Face, 
Then he's a very Libertine in's Heart? 
tem not to know this or that Man in pn, 
Then privately perpap3 they meer together, 
nd lay the Scene of tome brave Fellow" s Ruin. 
ch things are done 
Coſt. Your Lordſhip's Wrongs have been 
great, that you with Juſtice may complain; 
x ſuffer us, whoſe younger Minds ne er felt 
nune's Deceits, to court © ber as ſhe's fair : 
tte the a common Miſtteſs, kind to all, | 
tz Worth would ceaſe, and halt the World grow idle. 
4caft. Go to, y are Fools, and know me not; Tre learnt 
ag ſince to bear Revenge, or (corn my Wrongs, 


wrding to the Value of the Doer. 


zu both would fain be great, and to that end 
ite to do things worthy ) your Ambition. 


to the Camp, Preferment's nobleſt Mart, 


ere Honour oughr to have the faireſt play, you'll find 
zuption, Envy, Diſcontent, and Faction, 
oſt in every Band: How many Men 
* ſpent their Blood in their dear r s Service, 
now pine under Want, while ſelfiſh Slaves, 
w er'n would cut their Throats, whom now they 
baun on. 
deadly Locuſts eat the Honey up, 
i thoſe induſtrious Bees ſo hardly toild for ? 
«ft, Thete Precepts ſuit not with my active Mind, 
inks 1 would be bulic. 
l. So would J. 
tbiter our my Life at Home, and know 
nher than one Proſpect gives me leave. 
Buſie your Minds then, 8 Arts and Men: 
how to yaluc Merit tho in Rag; 


An! 
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And ſcorn a proud ill-mauner'd Knave in Office. 
Enter Serina, Monimia and Maid. 
Ser. My Lord, my Father! 
Acaft. Bleſſings on my Child, 
My little Cherub, what haſt thou to ask me? 


Ser. I bring you, Sir, moſt glad and welcome News: 


The young Chamont, whom you've to often wiſh d for, 
Is juſt arr:v'd aud entring. | | 
Acaf?. By my Soul, 
And all my Honours, he's moſt dearly welcome; 
Let me receive him hke his Father's Friend. 
| Enter Chamont. 
Welcome, thou Relict of the belt-lov'd Man, 
Welcome {rom all the Turmoils, and the Hazards 
Of certain Danger, and uncertain Forcune ; 
Welcome as bappy Tidings after Fears. 
Should I begin to ſpeak, my Seul's 10 full, 
That I thould talk of nothing clic all day. 
Mon. My Brother! 5 
bam. Oh my Siſter! let me hold thee 
Long in my Arms. Lee ao; beheld thy Fac? 
Thele many Days; by Night Tre often {cen thee 
In gentle Dreams, aud ſatisficd my Soul . 
Wich fancy'd Joys, till Morning Cares award me. 
Another Siſter! ſure it muſt be to; _ 
Tho', I remeraber well, 1 bad but one: 
En: I feel ſomething in my Heart that prompts, 
And tells me the has Claim and Im ereſt there, 
Acat. Young Soldier, you've not only ttudy'd War, 
Court ihip, I lee, has been your Practice too, 
And may nor prove unwelcome to my Daughter. 


Cham. Words would but wrong the Gratitude T owe you. 


A m 
Cham. Is the your Daughter? then my Heart told true! 


And I'm at leaſt ler Brother by Adoption: 
For you bave made your (elf -o me a Father, 
And by that Patent I have leave 10 love her. 

Fer. Mon imia, thou haſt told me Men are falſe, 
Will flatter, teign, and make an Art of Love: 
Is Chamoi:t ſo: No, ture he's more thau Man, 
Something that's near Dvinc, and Truth dwells 2 
| | caſt. 


Pol. J 


Acaft. Thus happy, who would envy pompous Pow'r, 


ſhe Luxury of Courts, of Weal-h of Cities? 
zr there be Joy rough all the Houſe this day! 
1 every room ler Plenty fow at large, 
: is the Birth-day of ray Royal Maſicr. 
„ ou have not viſited the Court, (hamont 
nce your Return ? 
Cham. I have no buſineſs there, 
have not flavith Temperance enough | | 
attend a Favouruc's Heels, and watch his Smiles; 
ar an i Office done me to my Face, 
thank the Lord that wrong d me for his farcur. 
4caſt. This you could do. | 16 his Sons, 
(aft. I'd ſerve my Prince. 
Lcaſt. Who'd ſerve him? 
wu. (off. 1 would, my Lord. 
Pl. And I; both would. 
Acaſt. Away. 
+ needs not any Servant ſuch as vou! 
ne him! he merits more than Man can do! 
£s fo good, Praile cannot ſpeak his Worth: 
*mercitul, ſure he ne'er ſlept in Wrath; 
ut, that were he but a private Man, 
could not do a Wrong. How would veu ſerve him? 
aſt. I'd ſerve him wh my Fortune here ac home, 
Aſerre him with my Perſon in his Wars, 
rch for him, fight for him, blecd for kim. 
Pu. Die for him, 
„ *rnery true-born loyal Subject ought. 
taſt. Let me embtace you both. Now by the Souls 
_ ny brave Anceltors, I'm truly happy; | 
true: his be ever bleſt my Marriage-day, 
tbe your Mother's Memory that bore you, 
double let be that auſpicicus Hour 
gave ye birch. Yes, my alpiring Boye, 
„ Ihall have Buſineſs; when your Maſter wants you, 
| cannot ſerve a Noblcr ; I have ferv'd him; 
us old Body yet the Marks remain 
| DP any Wounds. I've with this Tongue preclaim'd 
Acaft kighr,*cy'n in che Face of rauk Rebellion; 
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And when a foul-mourh'd Traytor once prophan'd 
His ſacred Name, with my good Sabre 2 
Ev'n at the Head of all his giddy Rout, 
I ruth'd, and clove the Rebel to the Chinc. 
| Enter Servant. 
Ser. My Lord, th' expected Cueſts are juſt arriv'd. 
Araſt. Go you, and give em Welcome and Reception. 
Chem, My Lord, I ſtand iu need of your Aſſiſtauce 
In tomething chat concerns my Peace and Honour, 
cicaſt. Spoke like the Son of that brave Man I loy'd; 
So frecly, friendly we convers'd together. | 
 Whace'er it be, with Confidence impart it, 
Thou thalr command my Forrune and my Sword. 
Cham. I dare not doubt your Friendthip nor your Juſtice, 
Your Bounty thewn to = I hold moſt dear, 
My Orphan Siſter, muſt nor be forgotten! 
Acaſt. Pr'ythee, no more of that; it grares my Nature. 


Cbam. When our dear Parents dy'd, they dy d together, 


One Fate ſurpr d em, and one Grave receiv d em: 
My Father with his dying Breath bequearh'd 
Her to my Love: My Morher, as the lay 


Languſhing by him, call d me to her fide, 1 


Took me in her fainting Arms, wept and embrac'd ne, 

Then preſs d meclolc, and as ſheoblerv'd my Tears, 
EKiſt them away; ſaid the, Chamont, my Son, 

By this and all the Love I ever thew'd chee, 

Be careful of Monimia, watch her Youth, 

Let not het Wants betray her to Dithonour , 


9 


Perhaps kind Heav'n my raiſe ſome Friend. Then $2. 0g | 


EKiſt me again; fo bleſt us andexpir'd. 
Pardon my Grict. 
Acaſt. It ſpeaks an honeſt Nature. nd 
Cham. The Friend Heav'n rais'd was you, you took lier if 
An Infant, to the delart World expos'd, 
d prov'd another Parent. T 
Acaſt. I've not wroug'd her. 
Cham. Far be it from my tcars. 1 
Acaſt. Then why this Argument! ; 
Cham. My Lord, my Nature's jealous, and you'll bear i 
Acaſt. Go on. 4 

| Ca 
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Cham. Great Spirits bear Misfortunes hardly : 


Good Offices claim Gratitude; and Pride, 


Where Pow'r is wanting, will uſurp a little, 


And make us (rather than be thought behind-hand) 


Pay over-price. | 


Acaſt. I cannot guels your drift; 
Diſtruſt you me ? 

Cham. No, but I fear her Weakneſs 
May make ber pay a Debt at any rate; 

And to deal freely with your Lordſhip's Goodneſs, 
Ive heard a Story lately much diſturbs me. 

Acaſt. Then firſt charge her and ifth' Offence be found 
Wihin my reach, tho' it thou'd touch my Nature, 
In my own Off-ſpring, by the dear remembrance 
Ot thy brave Father, whom my Heart rejoic'd in, 

I'd proſecute it with ſcvereſt Vengeance, Exit. 

Chim. I thank you from my Soul. 

Mou. Alas my Brother! 


What have I done? and why do you abuſe me! 


My Heart quakes in me; in your ſettled Face 


And clouded Brow metkinks I {ce my Fate: 


You will not kill me! 
Cham. Pr'ythee, why doſt talk fo? 
Aon. Look kindly on me then. I cannot kear 
Severity; it daunts, and dogs amaze ine: 
My Heart's fo tender, thoult you charge me tough, 
| thould but weep, and antwer vou wi h OObing. 
Bur uſe me gencly like a loving Brother, 
And tearch through all che Secrets of my Soul. 
Cham. Fear nothing, I vill ew my felt a Brother, 
A tender, honeft, and a loving Brocher. 
Y'ave not forgot our Father ? 
Mon. I thall never. 8 
Cham. Then you'll remember two, he was a Man 
Thar liv'd up to the ſtaudard of his Honour, 
And priz'd that Jewel more than Mines of Wealth: 
He'd not have done a thametul thing bar once, 


Though kepr in darknels from the World, and hidden 


He could not have forgiven it to himſelf. 
This was the only Portion that he lett us; 


And 
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And I more glory in't, than if poſſeſt 

Of all that ever Fortune threw on Fools. 
"Twas a large Truſt, and muſt be manag'd nicely , 
Now if by any chance, Monimia, 


You have ſoil'd this Gem, and taken from its valuc, Anc 
How will y' account with me? | as 
Non. I challenge Envy, The 
Malice, and all > 4 Practices of Hell, 0 To 
To cenſure all the Actions of my paſt 4.0 
Unhappy Life, and taint me if they can! The 
Cham. I'll tell thee then; three Nights ago, as! Of 
Lay muſing in my Bed, all Darkneſs round me, C 
A ſudden Gas ſtruck ro my Heart, cold Sweat . As 
Dew'd all my Face, and Trembling ſciz'd my Limbs: C 
My Bed thook under me, the Curcains ſtarted, "TN 
And to my tortur'd Fancy there appear d 0 
The Form of Thee, thus Beautcous as thou art, No 
Thy Garments flowing looſe, and in each Hand An 
A wauton Lover, which by turns careſs' d thee Th 
With all the Freedom of unbounded Pleaſure: DL 
I ſnatch'd my Sword, and in the very Moment 4.3 
Darted it at the Phantom, ſtrait it left me: K 


Then roſe and call'd for Lights, when, O dire Omen 
I found my Weapon had the Arras pierc'd, 
Juſt where that famous Tale was interwoven, U. 
How the unhappy Theban flew his Father. 1. 

Mon. And for this Cauſe my Virtue is ſuſpected: 5 
Becauſe in Dreams your Fancy has been ridden, 


I muſt be tortur d waking ! 7 0 
Cbam. Have a care; | by 
Labour not to be juſtify'd too faſt: _ 2 * 
Hear all, and then let juſtice hold the Scale. A 
What follow'd was the Riddle that confounds me: 
Through a cloſe Lane, as I purtu'd my Journey, 1 
And meditated on the laſt Night's Viſion, 
I ipy'd a wrinkled Hagg, with Age grown doublc, W 
| * dry Sticks, and mumblirg to herſelf; | | 
Her Eyes with ſcalding Rheum were gall'd and red; 4 


Cold Palſie thook her Head, her Hands ſeem'd wither , a 
And on her crooked Shoulders had the wrapt 


The 
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The tatter d Remnant of an old ſtrip d Hanging, 
Which ſerv'd to keep her Carkaſs from the Cold ; 
do there was nothing of a piece about her: 
Her lower Weeds were all o'er coarſely patch'd 
Witch diff rent colour d Rags, black, red, white, yellow, 
And ler md to ſpeak variety of Wretchednels ; ; 
| asx'd her of my Way, which the inform'd me; 
Then crav'd my Charity, and bad me haſten 
To ſave a Siſter : Ar that word I ſtarted! 
on. The common Cheat of Beggars every Day! 
They flock about our Doors, pretend to Gifts 
Of P:opheſic, and telling Fools their Fortunes. 
Cham. Oh! but ſhe told me ſuch a Tale, „ 
das in it bore great Circumſtances of Truth; 
Caſtalio and Boh dore, my Siſter. 
Mon. Hah! 

Cham. What, alter'd ! does your Coura age Ly _— 
Now by my Father's Soul the Witch was i 
Aufſwer me, if thou haſt not loſt to + wah 
Thy Honour at a ſordid Game? | 

Mon. I will. 4 
I muſt, ſo hardly my Mis fortune Joads me, I 
Thac both have offer d me their Loves, moſt true. 1 


bam. And "tis as true too, they have both ua done thec. if 
Mon. Though they both with earneſt Vows 1 | 
Hate preſt my Heart, if Cer in thought I yielded . 
To any. bur C 2444 — 
Cham. mi Caiftalio? Sf | "1 
Mor. Sull will you croſs the Line of my Diſcourſe? — 


by. Pe us Love, aud honoutable Vows: 

Which he this Day appointed to complear, 

And make bim; 21+ by holy Marriage mine. 
Cham. Art thou then ſpotleſs 2 haſt thou ſtill preſetvd 

Thy Vutue white, without a Blot uwrainteh? 
Mon. When I'm unchaſt, may Heav'n reject my Prayers! 

Or more, to make me wretched, may you know ut! 

Cham. Oh then, Monimia, art thou dearer to me 

Thau all che Comſorts ever yet bleſt Man, | 

And let not Marriage bait thce to thy Ruin. 


C 2 Truſt p 


3: Fa; 4 Rar that he has won my Soul 5s Ol ; 
| 
: 
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Truſt not a Man; we arc by Nature falſe, 
Diſſembling, ſubile, cruel and unconſtant : 
When a Man talks of Love, with caution truſt him; 
But if he ſwears, he'll certainly deceive thee : 
I charge thee let no more Cafialio ſooth thee : 
Avoid it as thou would'ſt preſerve the Peace 
Of a poor Brother, to whoſe Soul th'art precious. 
Mon. Iwill! ; Ones 
Cham. Appear as cold, when next you meet, as great 
When Merit begs, then ſhalt thou fee how ſoon N 
His Heart will cool, and all his Pains grow eafie. (Ex. 
Mon. Yes, I will try him; torture kim ſeverely; 
For, oh Caſalio! thou too much haſt wrong'd me, 
In leaving me to Polydore's ill Uſage. 
comes; and now for once, oh Love ſtand ncuter, 
Whiiſt a hard part's perform'd ! for I muſt tempt, 
Wound his ſoft Nature, though my own Heart ak; for', 
| Enter Caſtalio. | [Ex. 
| Caſt. Monimia, Monimia ! She's gone; 
And. ſeem'd to part with Anger iu her Eyes, 
I am a Fool; and ſhe has found wy Weaknets; 
She uſes me already like a Slave 
Faſt bound in Chains, to be chaſtis' at will, 
"Twas nor. well done to triffe with my Rrothct: 
I might have ruſted him with all the Secret, 
Open d my filly Heart, and thewn it bare, 
Bur then he loves her too; but not like me. 


Hid from his Know ledoe ; and hcl! ſure forc:.c 
The firſt Tranſgreſſion of a wretched k: end 
Zetray de to Love, and all its little Folie. | 

Enter Polydore, and Page, at the Dor... 

Pol. Here place your ſelf, and watch my Brother throughhh: 
If he ſhould chance to mect Mouimia, male T 
Juſt Obſervatio:i of each Word and Action; 

Paſs not one Circumſtance without rcma Ek: 
Sir, tis your Office, do't, and bring me word, Ex. Pol. 


Exter 
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| Enter Monimia. 
Caſt. Monimia, my Angel! twas not kind 
To leave me like a Turtle here alone, 
Io droop and mourn the Abſence of my Mate, 
| When thou art from me every Place is deſart, 
And I, methinks, am ſavage and forlorn; 
Thy Preſence only 'tis can make me bleſt, 
Heal my unquiet Mind, and tune my Soul. 
Mon. Oh the bewitching Tongues of faithleſs Men! 
'Tis thus the falſe Hyena makes her Moan, 
To draw the pitying Traveller to her Den; 
Jour Sex are to, ſuch falſe Diflemblers all, 


With Sighs and Plaints y'entice poor Womens Hearts, | 
And all that pity you, are made your Prey. 


Caſt. What means my Love? Oh, how have Ideſery'd 
This Language from the Sovereign of my Joys! 
Stop, ſtop thole Tears, Monimia, for they fall 
Like baneful Dew from a diſtemper'd Sky; 
l feel 'em chill me to the very Heart. 
Mon. Oh, you are falſe, Caſtalio, moſt forſworn. 
Attempt no farther to delude my F aii; 
My Heart is fixt, and you thall thake'r no more. 


| Caſt. Who told you fo? what Hell-bred Villain durſt 5 


Prophane the ſacred Buſineſs of my Love? 
Mon. Your Brother, knowing on what terms I'm here, 

Th' unhappy Object of your Father's Charity, 

| Licentiouſly difcours'd to me of Love, 

Aud duiſt affront me with his brutal Paſſion. 

Caſt. Tis I have been to blame, and only I, 

Falle to my Brother and unjuſt to Thee. 

For, oh! hc loves rhee tov. and tht Day own'd it, 

Taxt me with mine, and clum'd a right above me. 
Mon. And was your Love ſo very ane to ſhrink, 

Or rather than loſe him, azandon me:? 1 
C/. I, knou ing him piccipitate and raſh, 

To calm his Heat, and to conceal my H. ppineſs, 

Seem'd to comply with his untuly Will; 

| Talk: as he talkt, and grantcd all he ask d; 

| Teſt he in Rage might ha- e our Loves betray'd, 

And I fer ever had Monimia loſt. 
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Mon. Could | wa then? did you? can 5or o it too? _ T 
T was poorly done, unworthy of your (elf; 0 74 
And I can never think you meant me fait. | Bu 

Caſt. Is this Monimia? furcly no! till now | ' 

I ever thought her Dovc-l:ke, ſoſt and kind. Tc 
Who truſts his Heart with Woman's ſutely loſt: ( Th 
You were made Fair on purpoſe to undo us, Gar 
Whilſt grecdily we ſnarch th' alluring Bair, As 
And ne'er diitruſt the Poiiun that it Bides. | — 

Mon. When Love ill-plac d u oi find a means to break, 

Caſt. It never wants pretences or excute. 
Mon. Man therefore was a Lord-like Creature made, 

Rough as the Winds, aud as inconſtant too: 

A lofty Aſpect given him for Command, 

Eaſily ſoften d, when ne would betray: 

Like cor: qu ring Tyrants, jou our Breaſts invade, 5 

Where you are plcas'd to forage ior a while 8 
Bur toon you find new Conqueſts out, aud leave | 
The ravag'd Province ruinate and waſte. | Rs | 
It fo, Caſtalio, you bave ſerw d my Heart, Mon 
I find that Deſolation's ſettled there, Lich 
Ard I ſhall neter recover Peace again. Low 

Ca/t. Who can hear this, and bear an cqual Mind! he 
Since you will drive mc from you, I muſt go; Pe 

But oh 4/03zimia ! when th' haſt baniſh'd me, : Pa 
No creeping Slave, though traGable and dull, | 3 
As artful Woman for her ends would chuſe, | a Se 
Shall ever dote as I have dene: For oh! r, 

No Tongue my Plealure nor my Pain can te, gh 

'Tis Hear 'n to have thee, and wathour thee Ec!l, = ” 

Mon. Caſtalio! ſtav'! we muſt not part. I find ben 

My Rage ebbs out, aud Love fows in apace. ol 

Jheſe tle Quarre!s Love muſt needs forgive, 1 
ü They rouſe up drowſie Thoughts, and wake my Son!, 90 1 
Oh! charm me with the Mulick of thy Tongue; 5 


ö I'm ne'er to bleſt a> when I hear thy Vows, 

Aud liſten ro the Language of thy Heart. | _ 
Caſt. Where am 1! lurch) Paradiſe is round we! Sas: 

Sweets planted by the Hand of Heay'n grow here, 

And every Scenic is tall of thy Perfection. 


To 
0 
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To hear thee ſpeak might calm a mad Man's Frenzy, 
a „Till by attention he forgot his Sorrows ; 
Bur to behold thy Eyes, ch' amazing Beauties 
Might make him rage again with Love, as I do. 
To touch thee's Heav' n, but to enjoy thee, oh! 
Thou Nature's whole Perfection in one piece! 
Sure framing thee Hew,'n took unuſual Care, 
As its own Bea ay it deſiand thee Fair; | 
And torm d chee by the belt lor d Angel there. [Ex. 


ACT m. SCENE I 


31 


Liter, Polydore, and Page. 


Pol. E RF E. tl.ey ſo kind: Expreſs i it to me al 


In words, ta il! make me think I law it too. 

Page. At * thought hey had been mortal Focs; 
Monimia rag'd , Caſtalio grew diſturb'd, 
{Each thought che ocher wrong d, yet doth ſo hauglity, 
They tcorn'd Submiſſion, though Love all the while 
The Rebel play'd, aud ſcarce cou'd be coutain d. 

Pol. Bur whar ſucceeds d? 

Page. Oh twas wondrous pretty! 
for of a ſudden all the Storm was paſt, 
gentle Calm of Love ſucceeded it; 

Monimig ſi. h'd and bluth'd, Caſtalio ſwore ; 
& you, my Lord, I well remember, did 
'To my young Siſter in the Orange Gros re, 
When L was fi:{t preterr'd to be your Page. 

Pol. Happy Caftaliv! Now by my great: Soul, 
 ambi- tous Soul, that languithes to 'Glory, 
4 have her yer, by my belt hopes 1 will. 
e mall be mine in ſpighs of all her Arts. 
— tor ( atio Why was I tc! us'd ? 
4s he ſuppluncd me by fone foul play, 
adus d my Ui non? Death | he durit not do't. 
mult be (os W Farted, and he met her, 
to Coat pLance brought by me, ſurpriz d 


Her 


_ — ——— ep" _—— — 


Her ſinking Virtue, till the yielded quite: 
So Poachers baſely pick up tired Game, 
Whilſt the fair Hunter's cheated of his Prey. 
_ Boy! =p 
* My Lord! | 
Pol. Go to your Chamber, and prepare your Lure ; 
Find out ſome Song to pleaſe me, that deſcribes 
Womens Hypocriſies, their ſubtile Wiles, 
Betraying Smiles, feign'd Tears, Inconſtancies, 
Their painted Outſides, and corrupted Minds, 
The Sum of all their Follies, and their Falthoods. 
Enter Servant. Ws 
Serv. Oh the unhappieſt Tidings Tongue cer told! 
Pol. The Matter! | 1 
Serv. Oh! your Father, my good Maſter, 
As with his Gueſts he fat in Mirth rais'd high, 
And chas'd the Goblet round the joyful Board, 
A ſudden Trembling ſeiz d on all * Limbs; 
His Eyes diſtorted grew; his Vilage pale! 
His Speech forſook him; Life it {elf ſeem'd fled, 
And all his Friends are waiting now about him. 
= Enter Acaſto leaning on two. 
Acaſt. Support me, give me Air; I'll yer recoyet 
'Twas but a Slip decaying Nature made, 
For the grows weary near her Journey's end. 
Where are my Sons? come near, my Po/ydore ; 
Your Brother! where's Caſtalio ? 
Serv. My Lord, 
I've ſearch'd, as you commanded, all the Houſe, 
He and Monimia are not to be found, tis well, 
Acaſt. Not to befound ! then where arc all my Friends? 
1 hope they'll pardon an unhappy Fault 
My unmannerly Infirmity has made! 
Death could not come in a more welcome Hour, 
For I'm prepar'd to meet him, and methiuks 
Would live and die with all my Friends about me. 
15 = Euter Caſtalio. 
Caſt. Angels preſerve my deareſt Father's Life, 
Blets it with long, unimertupted Days! 
Oh! may he lic 'all Time it ſelf decay, 


II 


Only ro ſwect Monimia I've bequeath' d 


ze not lels Friends becauſe you're Brothers ; "TOES 


His Splren o'erweighs bis Brains; bur above al! 


rell, 


ads? 


18; 


Till good Men with bim dead, or I offend him! 
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Aca'. Thank you, Caftatio give me both your Hands, 
And bear me up, I'd walk: So. now methinks 
I appear as great as Hercules himſelf, 
Supported by rhe Pillars he had rais 4. 
Caſt. My Lord, your Chaplain. . 
Acaſt. Le the good Man enter. IHealch. 
Chap. Hcav'n guard your Lordthip, and reſtore your 
Acaſt. IJ have provided tor thee, if I dic. 
No fawuing! ie a Scandal to thy Office. 
My Sons, as thus united, ever ive, 
And for th' Eſtate, you'll fins 


OU 1 Lat 34h when I am dead, 
I have divided it bes wixt you both 


Equally parted, as you that'd my Love; 


Ten thouſand Crowns, a lictle Portion for her, 
To wed her honourably as the's born. 


The Man that's ſingular, his Mind's anſound, 


avoid the politick, the factious Fool. | | 
The buſie, buzzing, talking, harden'd Knare, 

The quaint {moot h Rogue, that ſins aa t hi, Reaſon; 
Calls ſawcy loud Sulpicion, publick Zea!, n 
-nd Mutiny the Dictates cf Wy Spi irir: 

2 very careful how ye make new; Friends; 
len read not Morals now, it was 3 
ut all are to their Fathers VI ces born: 

ud in their Mothers Igncrance are bred. 
= Marriage be the Laſt mad thing ye do, 

"tall the Sins and Follics of rhe paſt, 

zou have Children, never give them Knowledge, 
ll ſpoil their Forrune ; Fools are all the fathion. | 
you've Religion, keep it to your ſelves, 

!Meiſts will elte make uit of Tolcrar ion, 

ad laugh you out on'r; never thew Religion, 

cept ye mean to pals for Knaves of Conſcience, 

d cheat believing Fools that think ye houeſt · 


Enter Serina, 


Jer. My Father! 
(faſt, My Heart's Darling! 


s * 
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Ser. Let my Knees 
Fix to the Earth. Ne let my Eyes have reft, 
But wake and weep till Heav'n reſtore My Father ! 

and thy kind Prayers are an- 


| Acaſt. Riſe ro my Arms, 
For thou'rt a wond TOUS Extract of all Goodnels, [{wer'd, 


Born for my Joy, and no Pain's felt when near thee. 


Chamont : | 
2 7.2 Chamont. 

Cham. My Lord, ma) t prove not an unlucky Omen: 

o round about du, 

a Bleſſing too. 


Acaſt. May t chou be bapp?) * 
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Acaſt. Ju all thy Wiſhes ! | 
I make this Fair One mine, Aud 


Cham. Confirm me ſo, auc 
1 am unpractis'd in the Trade of Courtthip, C 
And know not now to deal Love out with Art; 4 
Onſets in Love ſeem beſt like thole in War, Let 
Fierce, reſolute, and done wirh «ll the Force; 1 
gala open wy whole Heart at once, Goo 
Tor 


— CF 
And pour out the abundance ot n. 


Acaſt. Whar (ays Serina 
and to Honour bred; 


ina? can'ſt thou love a Soldier? inc 


One born co Honour, 
One that bas learn'd to trcat even Foes with Kindneſs, C. 
To wrong no good Man's kame, BOT prailc himlelt. Cc 
Ser. Oh! name not Love, for that's ally d to Joy, C} 
And Joy wuſt be 2 Stranget to my Heart, Tis 
When you're in Danger. May Chamont's good Fortunc 0 l 
Render him lovely to (ome happier Maid! | Ch 
Whilſt 1 ar friend'y diſtance fee him biet, | C/ 
onder at his Virtues: Ch 


Gods, and w 


Praite the kind ö 
puriuc her, conquer an 


Acaſt. Chamort, 
And, as my Hon, 4 chit 
Shall be thy Lot. 5 | 
But keep tl Eyes from wandring, 
Bewarc che dangerous 
Shun their Enticements? 
Waits on their Conquelts : 


Man of Frailty- 


Ruin like a Vultur 
Falſhood tous t 
alt the World; 


They put faile Beau) © to 
Uſe: falle Endearments 50 the Foo!s chat love em, 


4 of all my Fortune You 


d poſſeſs her, ind 


:0r 2 
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And when they marry, to their filly Husbands 
They bring falle Virtue, broken Fame and Fortune | 
Mon. Hear ye that, my Lord ? | 


Pel. Yes, my fair Monitor, old Men always talk thus. 
Acaſt. Chamont, you told me of ſome Doubts that preſt 
Are you yet ſatisfied that I am your Friend! you. 
Cham. My Lord, I would not loſe that Satisfaction 
For any Bleſſing I could with for. 
As to my Ears, already I have loſt em, 
They ne'er thall vex me more, nor trouble you. 


Acaſt. I thank you. Daughter, ou mult do fo too. 
My Friends, tis late, 


- For my Diſorder (cems all paſt and over, 
And I methinks begin to feel new Health. 
Caſt. Would you bur reſt, it might reſtore you quite. 
Acaſt. Yes, I'll to Bed; old Men muſt humour Weakuels, 
Let me have Mulick chen to lull and chaſe 
This melancholly Thought of Death away. 
Good-night ! my Friends, Heay'n guard ye all! Good- -nigh! 
To morrow early we'll ſalute the Day, 
kind out new Pleaſures, and redeem loſt Time. 


Ex. all but Chamont and Chaplain, 
> Cham. Hiſt, hiſt, 


Sir Gravity, a word with you. 
_ Chap. With me, Sir! 


Cham. If you're at leiſure, Sir; we'll waſte an Hour, 
Iis yet too ſoon to ſicep, and tw ill be Charity 
ne To lend your Converſation to a Stranger. 


Chap. Sir, you're a Soldier ? 
Cbam. Yes. 


Chap. I love a Soldier, 
her, ind had been one my ſelf, but that my Parents 


Vould make me what you ice me; yet Im honeſt, 
or all I wear Black. | 


ty- Cham. And that's a Wonder. 
we you had long Dependance on this Tamily ? 
Chap. I have not thought it fo, becauſe my Time's 
nels» bent pleaſantly. My Lord's not haughty nor imperious, 


er Igravely r he has good Nature, 
ad I have Manners: 


And Sons too ale civil to me, becauſe 
w not pretend to be wiſer than key are; 


I meddle with no Man's Bul.neſs but my own; 
V rife in a Morning early, ſtudy modcetately, 

Eat and drink chear'ully, live lobetly, 

Take my innocent Pleatures frecly, 


So meet with Reſpect, and am not the jeſt of the Family, 


Cham. I'm glad you are ſo happy. 
A pleaſant Fellow this, and may be uſeful. 
Knew you my Farber, the old Chamont * 
Chap. 1 did, aud was moſt forry when we loſt him. 
Cham. Why 2 didſt thou love him?  {Friend. 
Chap. Every Body lov'd him; be ſides, he was my Maſter's 
Cham. I could embrace thee for that very Notion, 
If thou didſt love my Father, I could think 
Thou wouldſt not be an Enemy to me, 
Chap. I can be no Man's Foe, 
Cham. Then pr'y hee te me, 
Think'ſt thou the Lerd Caſtalio loves my Siſter 2 
Nay, never ſtarr. Come, come, | know thy Office 
Opens thec all he Secrets of the Family. | 
Then it thou art honeſt, ule this Freedom Kindly, 
Chap. Love your Litter: | = 
Cham. Ay, Love her. 
Chap. Sir, I never a k'd kim, 
And wonder you mould ak it me, 


Cham. Nay, but rivart an Hy pocrite; is there not one 


Of all hy Tribe that's honcft in your Schools? 
The Pride of your Supctiors makes ye Slaves: 
Ye all live loat' tome, ineghing, (crvile Lives; 
Not free enough to practiſe generous Truth, 
Though ye pretend to teach 1: to the World. | 
Chap. 1 would deierve a better Thought from you. 
Cham. If thou wouldſl hz me nv. comemu thy Office 
And Character, think all hv hien Knaves, 
Thy Trade a Chea, and hau 1 work Profefior, 
Inform me,; tor Ill tice, Prieſt, Vi Know. 
Chap. Eitler he low cs her, or lie mucl. has wrong'd het. 
Cham. How wrong'd Lñer ;; havc care, tor this may lay 
A Scene of Miſchief to undo us all. — 
But tell me, wroug'd ber, Had'ſt thou? 
Chap. Ay, Sir, wrong d her. 


| 
Cham 


One 


Cham. T'bis is a Secret wotth a Monarch's Fortune: 


What thall I give thee for t! thou dear Phyſician 


Of ſickly Souls, unfold this Riddle to me, 

And comfort mine- --- _ 
Chap. 1 would hide nothing from you willingly. 
Cham. Nay, then again thou rt honeſt. Would ſt thou 


Chap. Yes, it 1 durſt. (tell med 


Cham. Why, w har affrigh: $ thee? 
Chap. You do, 
Who are not to be ruſted with the Secret. 
Chum. Why, I am no Fool. 
Chap. So indeed you fay. 
Cham, Prizthee, be {erious then. 
Chap. You ſce I am lo. 


And hardly thall he m ad enough to night 


To ttutt yo with my Ruin. 

Cham. Art thou} then 
So lat concer ud int? What has been thy Office! 
Cur'e on clit formal ſteady Villain's Face! 
juſt to do 11 Bade look; nay, Bawds, they lay, 
Can pray upon occation, talk ot Heav'n, 
Turn up their gogliug Eye-balls, rail at Vice, 
Diſſemble, lye, and preach like any Prieſt. 


- Art thou a Baud? 


| Chap. Sir, I'm not often us'd thus. 
bam Be juſt then. 
Chap. So I thall be to the Truſt 


That's laid upon me, 


Cham. By the reverenc'd Soul 
Ot hat great honeſt Man that gave me Being, 
Tell me but what thou know 1t concerns my Honour, 
Aud if I cer reveal it to thy wrong, 
May this good Sword ne'cr do me Right in Battel! 


May I ne er know that bleſſed Peace of Mind, 


That dwells in good and pions Men, like thee! 
Chap. I tee your Temper's mov'd, aud I will ruſt you. 
Cham. Wilt chou? 
Chap. I will; bur if it ever 'icape you 
Cham. It never thall. 
Chap. Swear then. 


3 | Cam. 
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Cham. I do by all ( 
 Thar's dear to me, by th'Honour of my Name, 
And that Power I ſerve, it never ſhall. 
Chap Then this good Day, when all the Houle was buſie, 4 
When Mirth and kind Rejoicing fill'd each Room, | 
As I was walking in the Grove 1 met them. 
Cham. What, met them in the Grove together? tell me. 
How, walking, ſtanding, fitting, lying, hah! 
Cbap. 1 by her own Appointment met them there, 
Receiv d their Marriage Vows, and join'd their Hands. 
Cham. How! marry'd ! 
_ Chap. Yes, Sir. 
| Cham. Then my Soul's at Peace: 
But why would you delay fo long to give it? 
Chap. Not knowing what Reception it may find 
With old Acaſto; may be I was too cautious 
Jo truſt the Secret from me. ES 
Cham. What's the Cauſe 
I cannot = tho' tis my Siſter's Honour. 
I do not like this Marriage 8 
Huddled i'th' dark, and done at too much Venturt 
The buſineſs looks with an unlucky Face. 
Keep ſtill the Secret; for it ne er thall ſcape me, 
Not ev'n to them, the new-match'd Pair. Farewel. 
Believe my Truth, and know me for thy Friend. Exe. 
Enter Caſtalio a Monimia. | 
Caſt. Young Chamont, and the Chaplain ! ſure tis the 
No matter what's contriy'd, or who conſulted. 
Since my Monimia's mine; tho this fad Look 
Seems no good boading Omen to her Bliſs, 
Elſe, pr'ythee, tell me why that Look caft down 
Why that ſad Sigh as if thy Heart were breaking ? 
Mon. Caſtalio, 1 am thinking what we've donc. 
The Heav'nly Powers were ſure diſpleas' d to-day ? 
For at the Ceremony as we itood, | 
And as your Hand was kindly join'd with mine, 
As the good Prieſt pronounc'd the Sacred Words, 
Paſſion grew big, and J could nor forbear, | 
Tears drown'd my Eyes, and Trembling {ciz'd my Soul. 
What thould that mean? | pa. 
"Caf. 


Caf. Oh thou art tender all! 
Gentle and kind as ſympathizing Nature ! 
When a fad Story has been told, I've ſeen 
Thy little Breaſts with ſoft Compaſſion ſwell'd, 
Shove up and down, and heave like dying Birds 
But now let Fear be banith'd, think no more 
Ot danger, for there's ſafety in my Arms; 
Let them receive thee: Heay'n grows jealous now 
Sure ſhe's too good for any mortal Creature 
I could grow wild, and praife thee cv'n to madneſs. 
But wheretore do I dally with my Bliſs? 1 
The Night's fat tpent, and Day draws on apace; 
To Bed my Love, and wake till I come thither. 


Pol. So hot, my Brother? {Polydote at the Door. | 


Mon. *T will be impoſlible: 
You know your Father's Chamber's next to mine, 
And the leaſt Noiſe will certainly alarm him. 

Caſt. Impoſſible? impoſſible? alas! 
Is t poſſible to live one hour without thee ? 
Let me behold theſe Eyes; they'll tell me truth. 
Haſt thou no longing ? Art thou ſtill the ſame 
Cold, icy Virgin? No; th'art alter'd quite. 
Haſte, baſte to Bed, and let looſe all thy Wiſhes, 


Mon. "Tis but one Night, = Lord; I pray berul'd. 


Caſt. Try it th'aſt Power to {top a flowing Tide, 
Or in a Tempeſt make the Seas be calm; | 
And when that's done I'll conquer my Deſires, 
No more, my Blefling. What ſhall be the Sign! 
When mall I come? For to my Joys Vll ſteal, 
As if I nc'cr had paid my Freedom for them. _ 
Mon. Juſt three ſoft ſtrokes upon the Chamber-Daor ; 
And at chat Signal you thall gain Admitrance: 
But ſpeak not the leaſt word; for if you thould, 
Tis ſurcly heard, and all will be betray d. | 
Caſt. Oh! doubt it not, Monimia; our Joys 
Shall be as fileat as th' Ecſtatick Bliſs 
Of Souls, that by Intelligence converſe : 
Immortal Pleafurcs hall our Senſes drown, 
Thought ſhall be loſt, and cv'ry Power diſſolv'd: 


D 2 An, 


— — at. _ 


* 
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| Uſe honeſt dealing with your Friend and Brother. 
| PEEL | - Believe 
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Away, my Love; firſt take this Kiſs. Now haſte. 
I long for that to come, yet grudge each Minute paſt. 


My Brother wand'ring too fo late this way! 
Pol. Caftlaliv) # 

_ Caſt. My Polydore, how doft thou? 
How does our Father; is he well recover'd ? 
Pol. I left him happily repos'd to Reſt ; 
He's ſtill as gay as if his Life were young. 

But how does fair Monimia? 

Caſt. Doubtleſs well. 
A cruel Beauty with her Conqueſt pleas'd 
Is always 5 and her Mind in bealth. 

Pol. Is the the fame 410n711:is ſtill he was? 
May we not hope ibe'g made of mortal Mould ? 

Caſt. She's not Woman el'c : 

Tho' I'm grown weary of this tedious hoping; 
We've in a barren Delart ſtray d too long. 
Pol. Vet may relief be unexpected found, 
And Love's ſweet Manna cover all the Field. 
Met ye to day? FD 
Caſt. No, ſhe has ſtill avoided me. 
Her Brother too 1s jcalous of her grown, 
And has been hinting ſomething to my Father. 
I with' I'd never meddled with the matter, 
And would enjoyn thee, Poly dore ---- 
Pol. To what ? OO Th 
Caſt. To leave this peevith Beauty to her (elf. 


Pol. What, quit my Love? as ſoon I'd quit my Poſt 


In fight, aud like a Coward run away. | 

No, by my Stars, III chaſe her till the yields 

To me, or mcets her Reſcue in another. 

Caſt. Nay, the has Beauty that might ſhake rhe Leagues 
Of mighty Kings, and fer the World ar odds: 

But I have wondrous Reaſons on my fide, 

That would perſwade thee, were they kuo en. 

Pol. Then ſpeak em. 

What are they? Came ve to her Window here 

Jo learn em now? © oft ati, have a care; | 


[ Ex, Mon. 
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Believe me, I'm not with my Love fo blinded, 

But can diſcern your Purpoſe to abuſe me. 

Quit your Pretences to her. | 

Caſt. Grant I do; 15 

Lou love Capitulations, Poly dore, 

And but upon Conditions would oblige me. 19 5 
Pol. You ſay, you've Reaſons. Why are they conceal'd ? 
Caſt. To-morrow I may tell you. 

It is a matter of ſuch Circumſtance, 

As I muſt well conſult cer I reveal: 

Bur, pr'ythee, ceaſe to think I would abuſe thee, 

Till more be known. ns 
Pol. When you, Caftalio, ceaſe 

To meet Mo#imia unknown to me, 

And then deny it ſlavithly, I'll ceaſe. 

To think Cafta/io faithleſs to his Friend. 

Did I not ſee you part this very moment? 

Caſt. It ſeems you've watch d me then? 
Pol. I (corn the Office, _ 5 

Caſt. Priythee, avoid a thing thou may'ſt repent. 
Pol. That is henceforward making Leagues with you. 

Caſt. Nay, if y are angry, Polydore, Good-Night. | Ex, 

Pol. Good-Night, Caſtalio, if yare in ſuch haſte. 

Ne little thinks Ive overheard th Appointment: 

But to his Chamber's gone to wait a while, 

Then come and take Poſſeſſion of my Love. 

This is the utmoſt Point of all my Hopes, 

Or now ſhe muſt, or never can be mine. 

Oh! for a means now how to counterplot, 

And diſappoint this happy elder Brother. 

In every thing we do, or undertake, 

He ſoars above me, mount what height I can, 

And keeps the ſtart he got of me in Birth. 

Cordelia! © | | 

1 Enter Page. 
Page. My Lord! 
Pol. Come hither, Boy. 


Thou haſt à pretty forward lying Face, 


And may'ſt in time expect Preterment ; canſt thou 

; Pretend to Secretly, cajole and flater | 
Thy Maitcs's Fojhes, and aſſiſt his Pleaſures 2 

= D 3 Page. 
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Fage. My Lord, I cculd do any thing tor you, 
And ever be a very faithful Boy. | 
Command, whatc'er's your Pleaſure I'll obſerve. 
Be it to run, or watch; or to convey 
A Letter to a beauteous Lady's Boſom; 
At leaſt I am not dull, and toon ſhiould learn. 
Pol. Tis Pity then thou ſhould'ſt not bie piloy' 4, 

Go to my Brothicr, he's in's Chamber nod 
VUndrefling, and preparing for his Reſt; 
Find bur ſome means to Keep him up a while: 
Tell him a pretty Story that may plcaſe 
His Ear: Invent a Tale, no matter what: 

If he ſhould ack of nic, tell him I'm gone 

To Bed, and ſent you there to krow his Pleaſure, 
Whether he'll Hunt ro-morrow. Well fad, Folydore , 
'Ditlemble with thy Brother! That's one Poi. 
But do not leave him till he's in his Bed; 

Or it he chance to walk again this way, 
Follow, and do not quit him, but ſeem fond 
To do him little Offices of Service. - _ 
Perhaps at laſt it may offend him; then 
Retire, and wait till I come in. Away: 
Succeed in this, and be empioy'd again. 1 

Page. Doubt not, my Lord: he has been always kind 

To me; would often {et me on his Kuces, 
Then give me Sweat-meats, call me ptetty Boy, 
And ask me what the Maids talkt of at Nights. 
Pol. Run quickly then, and proſperous be thy Withes. 


Here I'm alone and fit for Miſchief ; now 
To cheat this Brother, will't be honeſt that? 
1 heard the Sign ſhe order'd him to give. 
Oh for the Art of Proteus, but to change 
The happy Polydore to bleſt Caſt alic ! 

Shes not ſo well acquainted with him yet, 
But I may fit her Arms as well as he. 

Then when I'm happily poſſeſt of more 
Than Senſe can Fed all looſcu'd into Joy, 


To hear my diſappointed Brother come, 
And give the unrcgarded Sigual; Ch! 
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What a malicious Pleaſure will that be! 

Juſt three ſoft ſtrokes againſt the Chamber-Door : 
But {peak not the leaſt word, for if you thould, 

It is ſurcly heard, and we are boch betray d. 

How I adore a Miſtreſs that contrives 

With care to lay the buſuels of her Joys, 

On: that has Wit co charm the very Soul! 

And give a double Relith to Delight! 

Bleſt Hear 'ns aſſiſt me bur in this dear Hour, 
And my kind Stars be bu: propi: ious now, 

Diſpoſe of me lieteafter as you pleaſe. 
Monimia Monimia! [Gives the Sig. 


43 


Maid at the Window.) Who's there ? 
Put. Fil. | 
Maid. My Lord Caſtalio? 
Pol. The ſame.  - | 
How docs my Love, my dear Morimia * 
Mid. Oh! | 
She wonders much at your unkind delay; 
' You've ſtaid fo long tha: at each little Noiſe 
The Wind but makes, the asks if you are coming. 


Pol. Tell her I'm here, and let the Door be open d. 
| | [MA deſcgudo. 


Now boaſt, Caſtalio, triumph now, gu tall 
Thy felt ſtrange Stories of a promis'd ?if5, | 
5 2 % Door upbelts. 
l opens: hah! whar means my trembl:1:'; Fleſh ! 
| Limbs, do your Office and ſuppott mie well, 
„ hear me to her, then fail me if you can, Exit. 1% 
| | Fate; Caſhalio aud Page. | ] 
Pe. Indeed, my Lord, "will be a lovvly Morning, | 
Pray le: us hunt. 
Caſt. Go, you're an idle Prailer, 
Ill ſtay ar Howe co-morrow ; if your Lord 
Thinks fic, e may command my Hounds : Go leave me, 
| muſt to Bi. | or 
Page. III WAL upon your Lerdth'y, - | 
It you tL1ik ir, and ting vou to Repole. 
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And ready all with me to go to reſt. 

Good-night: commend me to my Brother, 

Page. Oh! | 

You never heard the laſt new Song I learn'd ; 

It is the fineſt, prettieſt Song indeed, caught 

Of my Lord and my Lady you know who, that were 

Together, you know where. My Lord, indeed it is. 
Caſt. You mult be whipt, Youngſter, it you get ſuch 

Songs as thoſe are. What means 

This Boy's Impertinence to-night ? 

Page. Why, what muſt I ting, pray, my dear Lord? 
Caft. Pſalms, Child, Plalms. 
Page. Ohdear me ! Boys that goto School learn Plalms, : 

Burt Pages that ate better ar ſing Lampoons. 
Caſt. Well, leave me; I'm weary. | 
Page. Oh! but you promis'd me aft time I told you what 

Colour my Lady Monimia's Stockings were of, and that 

She garter'd them above Knee, that you would give me a 

little Horſe to go a hunting upon, fo you did. III tell you 

no more Stories, except you keep your Word with me. 
Caſt. Well go, you Trifler, and to-morrow ask me. 
Page. Indeed my Lord, I can't abide to leave you. 
Caſt. Why, wert thou inſtructed to attend me? 

Page. No, no, indeed, my Lord, I was not; 

Bur I know what I know. 

Caſt. What doſt thou know? Death! whatcan all this 
Page. Oh! Iknow who loves ſome- body. mean? 
Caſt. What's that to me Boy ? 

Page. Nay, and I know who loves you too. 

Caſt. That's a wonder, pr'ythce tell it me. 
Page. 'Tis--— tis I know who ----- but will 

Tou give me the Horſe tlich ? 
Caſt. I will, my Child. . 

Page. It is my Lady Alonimia, look you, but don't you 

tell her I told you: Shc'll give me uo more play-things 

then. I heard her ſay fo as the lay a-bed, Man. 8 
Caſt. Talk'd the ot me when in her Bed, Cordelia? 
Page. Yes, aud I ſung her the Song you made too. 


Aud the did ſo ſigh, aud to lock with ber Eyes; 


De ORTHAN. 45 


And her Breaſts did ſo lift up and down; I could have found 
in my Heart to have beat em, for they made me aſham d. 
_ - aft, Hark, What's that Noife ? 
Take this, be gone, and leave me. 
You Knave, you little Flatterer, get you gone. ¶ Ex. Page. 
Surely it was a Noiſe. Hiſt---- only Fancy. 
For all is huſh'd, as Nature were retir'd, 
And the perpetual Motion ſtanding ſtill. 
So much the from her work appcars to ceaſe, 
And every warring Element's at peace; 
All the wild Herds are in their Coverts couch'd; 
The Fiſhes to their Banks or Oore repair'd, 
- And to the murmurs of the Waters ſlecp; 
The fecling Air's ar reſt, and ferls no noiſe, 
Except of ſome ſoft Breaths among the Trees, 
Rocking the harmleſs Birds tha: reſt upon eim. 
Tis now that guided by my Lo-e I go, 
To take Poſſi flion of Moninia's Arms. 
ure Pulydore's by this time gone to Bed. 
at Midnigh: thus the Us'rer ſteals untrack'd, 
lo make a Viſit to his hoarded Gold, 
mud feaſts his Eyes upon the thiuing Mammon: [Knocks 
ne hears me not, ſure the already ſſeeps. | 
der Withes could not brook my ſo long Delay, 
nd her poor Heart has beat it ſelf co reſt. Knocks again. 
| onimia ! my Augel ----- hah -----noc yet --- 
his / long's the ſotteſt Moment of delay 
n: joa Heart impatient of its Pangs like nine, 
igt of Eaſe, and panting to the Goal ? | Knocks again. 
ace more 
Maid. Who's there, = 
at comes thus rudely to diſturb our Reſt 2? 
caſt. Tis I. we, | 
Maid. Who are you, what's your Name? 
you. (off. Suppole 
ugs Lord Caftalio. 
„ e... 
% F lord Caſtalio has no buſineſs hore, 
| ff. Hah! have a care; what cin this mean? 
m- e er thou art, I charge. thec ro Monimia fly; 
And » I'm here, and wait upon my Doom. 
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Maid. Whocer ye are, ye may repent this Ourrage- 

My Lady muſt not de diſturb'd. Good Night! 
Caſt. She muſt, tell her the ſhall; go, I'm inhaſte, 

And bring her Tidings from the Stare of Love; 

Thare all in conſultation met together, 

How to reward my Truth, and crown her Yows. 
Maid. Sure the Man's mad. | : | 
Caſt. Or this will make me ſo: 


Obey me, or by all the wrongs J ſuffer, $ 
I'll ſcale the Window, and come in my force, Y 
Let the fad Conſequence be what it will; R 
This Creature's trifling folly makes me mad. 

Maid. My Lady's anſwer is, you may depart, A 
She ſays ſhe . you: You are Polydore, 0. 
Sent by Caſtalio, as you were to day, | | 
| T'affront and do her violence again An 
| | Caſt. I'Il not believe't. Net 
| Maid. You may, Sir. -*: 
Cat. Curſes blaſt thee! — 2 
Maid, Well tis a fine cool Evening, and I hope Do 
May cure the raving fever in your Blood. TY 
Good-night. 5 Ei 
Caſt. And farewcl all that's juſt in Woman! Ci 
This is contriv'd, a ſtudied Trick to abule are f 
My caſy Nature, and rorment my Mind; | Ex 
Sure now ſhe'as bound me faſt, and means to Lord it, Ca 
. To rein me hard, and ride me at her will, 4 le; 
Till by degrees the thape me into Fool om, 
For all her future uſes. Death and Torment What 
"Tis Impndence to think my Soul will bear it. "ho | 
Oh ] could grow cw wild, and rear my hair: 50 1 
*Tis well, Heuimia, that thy Empire's ſhort! ho 1 
Let but ro-morrow, but to-morrow come, ad J 
&nJ try if all thy Arts appeaſe my wrong; {rus 
Till when be this deteſted place my Bed, [Lies a. 'omay 

Where 1 will ruminate on Woman's Ils, den 


Laugh at my ſelf, and curſe th' inconſtant Se x. 
Faithleſs Mo:zimia ! Oh Honimia 

| Enter Erneſto. 
Ern. Either Do 
My Seuſe bas been deluded, or this way 
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1 heard the ſound of Sorrow; *tis late Night, 
And ncne, whoſe Mind's at Peace, would wander now. 
Caſt. Who's there? CS 
Ern. A Friend. 
Caſt. If thou art fo, retire, 
And leave this place, for I would be alone. 
Ern. Caſtalio! My Lord, why in this poſture, 
Strerch'd on the Ground? Your honeſt true old Servant, 
Your poor Erneſto cannot ſee you thus; 
Riſe, I beſecch you. | 
Caſt. If thou art Erneſto, | 
as by thy honeſty thou ſeem'ſt to be, 
Once leave me to my Folly, | 
Ern. I can't leave yon; 
And not the reaſon know of your Diſorders. 
emember how when young I in my Arms 
Have often borne you, pleas'd you in your Pleaſures, 
nd fought an early ſhare in your Affection. 
Do not diſcard me now, but let me ſerve you. 
Caſt. Thou canſt not ſerve me. 
Ern. Why ? | 
Caſt. Becauſe my thoughts 
de full of Woman; thou poor Wretch art paſt em. 
Ern. I hate the Sex. Fs 8 
Ar, Caft. Then I'm thy Friend, Erneſto. [Riſes. 
leave the World for him that hates a Woman, 
Noman the fountain of all Human Frailry ! | 
hat mighty Ills have nor been done by Woman? 
ho was' t betray d the Capitol? A Woman. 
no loſt Mar Anthony the World? A Woman. 
ho was the Cauſe of a long ten years War, 
ad laid at laſt Old Troy in Athes 2 Woman. 
ructive, damnable, deceitſul Woman! 
a. oman to Man firſt as a Bleſſing giv'n, 
| den Innocence aud Love were um their Primes, 
apy a while in Patadiſe they lay, : 
quickly Woman long'd to go aſtray ; 
de fooh1th new Adventure needs mull prove, 
4the firſt Devil the ſaw, ſhe chang'd her Love; 
lis Temp:arions Icwdly the inclin' | 
Hul, and tor an Apple damn'd Mankind. [Exe 
Wt . ACT. 
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ACTIV.SCENE I. 


Acaſto ſolus. 


Acaſt. „Rug de the Morning that has brought me health; 
A bappy Reit has loten' d Pain = 
AndT'll forget n, No my Mid', not wel! 
A heavy Mcl-ncloly dogs. ry Heart, 
I droopand {iyh, 1 know not why. Dark Dreams, 
Sick Faucy's Children, have been over-bu' i 
And al! the Night: play d Farces in my Brains; 
55 Mechoughe I keard ce Mid- night Raven cry, 
Wak'd with th' 1magin'd No: te, my Currains ſcem'd 
To ſtart, and at my Feet my 56ns appear'd 
Like Ghoſts, all pale and ſtiff: I ſtrove to [peak 
But could not: ſuddenly che Forms were loſt, 
Aud ſeem'd to vaniih in a bloody Cloud; 
IJ vwas odd, and for the preſcit thook my Thoughts, 
But was th' effett of my diſten per'd Blcod; 
And when the Health's diſturb'd the Mind” sunruly. 
8 Enter Polydore. 


Gocd Morning, Potydore. 
Tol Heav'n keep your Lordſhip. 
Acuſl. Have you yet ſeen Ceftalio to day? 
Pol. My Lord, tis early day; he's hardly riſen. 


Acoft. Go, call him up, and meet me 1n the _ | 
{Ex Pol. | 


I cannot thivk all has gone well to night; 

Fer as I wiking lay (and ſure my Seule 

Was then my own) methought 1 heard my Son 
Caftalio's Voice; but it ſcem d low and mornful, 
Under my Window too I thought heard it; 
M'entoward Fancy could not be decciv'd | 
In every thing; and I will fearch the truth out. 
5 Enter Monimia, and her Haid. 
Already up, Mouimia! you role 

Thus carly ſurelv to out- hine the Day! 

Or was there any thing that croſt vour Reſt 2 
They were naughty Thoughrs that would not let you ſleep. 


Mon. Whatever are my Thoughts, my Lord, \Fveleam 
1 ; 
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I wonder though he made ſuch haſte to leave me; 


Would 1 had never matry d! 


By yout Example to correct their Ills, 
Morn, and Evening, give up the Account. 


Acaſt. Your Pardon, Sweer one, I upbraid you not; 
Or if I would, you are ſo good I could not. 4 
Though I'm decei d, or you're more fair to-day 


For Beauty's heiglicen'd in your Cheeks, and all 
Your Charms ſeem up, and ready in your Eyes. 
Mon. The little ſhare I have's fo very mcan, 
That it may eafily admit Addition ; | 
Though you, my Lord, ſhould moſt of all beware 
To give it too much ꝓtaiſe, and make me proud. 


Acaſt. Proud of an old Man's Praiſes! No, Monimig ! 


But if my Prayers can work thee any good, 


Thou ſhalt not want the largeſt ſhare of em: Ns 


Heard you no Noiſe to- night: 
Mon. Noiſe! my good Lord! 
Acaſt. Ay! about Midnight. 
Mon. Indeed my Lord, I don't remember any. 
Acaſt. You muſt ſure! went you early to reſt ? 


Mon. About the wonted hour. Why this Enquiry 2 


Acaſt. And went your Maid to bed too? 
Mon. My Lord, I gueſs fo; | 
I've feldom known her diſobey my Orders. 


Acaſt. Sure Goblins then, or Fairies haunt the dwelling z 


Ill have enquiry made through all the Houle, 
Bur I'll find out the Cauſe of theſe Diſorders. 


Good Day tothee, Monimia---Tllto Chapel. ¶ Ex. Acaſt. 


Mon. I'll but diſpatch ſome Orders to my Woman, 
And wait upon your Lordſhip there. 

L fear the Prieſt has play'd us falſe; if ſo, 

My poor Caſtalio loſes all tor me; 


Was't not unkind, Forella ! ſurely 'rwas! 
He ſcarce afforded one kind parting word, 
But went away fo cold; the Kiſs he gave me 
Seem'd the forc'd Compliment of ſated Love. 


Maid. Why? 
Mos. Mechinke ; 


on 
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"The Seene's quite alter d; I am not the ſame; 
I've bound up for my ſelf a w eight of Cares, 
And how the burden will be borne, none knows. 
A Husband may be jealous, rigid, falſe: 
And thould Caſtalio cer prove fo to me, 
So tender is my Heart, fo nice my Love, 
Twould ruin and diſtract my Reſt for ever. 
Maid. Madam, he's coming. 
Mon. Where, Flos ella? w here 3 2 
Is be returning? To my Chamber lead; 
Tl meet him there ; The M yſteries f our e 
Should be kept private as Religious Rites, 
From the unhallow'd View of common Eyes. 


E. Mon. and Maid. 


Enter Caſtalio. 

Caf. With'd Morning's come! And now upon the Plains 
And diſtant Mountains, where they fecd their Flocks, 
The happy kepherds leave their homely Huts, 

And wich their Pipes proclaim the new-born day. 
The lufty Swain comes with his well-fi!'d Scrip 
Of healchful Viands, wiich, when Hunger calls, 

With much content and appetite he eats, 

To follow in the Fields his deily Toll, 

And dreſs the grateful Glebe, that yields him 1 
The Beaſts that under che warm Hedges flepr, 

And weather'd out the cold bleak Night, are up, 

And looking towards che Neighb'ring Paſtures, raiſe 
The Voice, and bid their fellow Brut es Good-morrow , 
The cheartul Birds too, on the tops of Trees, 
Aſſemble all in Quires, and with their Notes 

Salute and welcome up the riſing Sun. 

— "There's no Condition ſure ſo curs'd as mine; 

Im matry'd! Sdeath! I'm ſped. How like a Bog 

Lock'd Hercules, thus to a Diſtaff chain d? 
Monimia! oh Monimie ! 

Enter Monimia and Mid. 
en. I come, 

I fy :0 day ago d Caſtalio's ne 
My With L. 2d. May every Morn begin 
* os is, and with ont Days our Lois renew. 


Now 


— 
1 


228328 2 


DA 


Aus. coats PW yy 


Nee 
. _— N 


The ORPHAN. 51 
Now I may hope y'are ſatisfy d. Be 
[Looking languiſbing on him. 
Caſt. I am | 
Well faristy'd, that thou art-----Oh----- 
Mon. What ? ſpeak: 
Art thou. not well, Caſtalio? Come lean 
Upon my Breaſts, and tell me whetc'sthy Pain. 
Caſt. Tis here! tis in my Head; tis in my Heat:, 
Tis every where; it rages hike a Madneis ; 
And I moſt wonder how my Reaſon bolds. 
Nay, wonder not, Monimia: the Slave 
You thouscht you had ſecur'd within my Breaft, 


Is grown: a Rebel, and has broke his Chain, 


And now he walks there like a Lord at large. 
Mon. Am I not then your Wife, your lov'd Monimia * 


l once was fo, or I've moſt {trangely dreamt. 


Wha: ails my Love? 

Caſt. W hate er thy Dreams have been, | 
Thy waking, Thoughrs ne'er meant Caſtalio well. 
No more, Mynimia, ot your Sex's Arts, 

They are uſeleſs all: I'm not that pliant Tool, 


|. Thac neceſl.ury Utenſil you'd make me, 
1 kuo my Charter berter----- Jam Man, 


Obſtinate Man; and will not be enfla+'d. 

Mon. You thall not fear't: Indeed my Nature's cafic, 
Tl ever live your moſt obedient Wife, DE 
Nor ever any Privilege pretend 


Beyond your Will, for that thall be my Law; g 
ludeed I will not. . 


Caſt. Nay, you thail not; Madam, _ 

By yon biight Heav'n, you thall not; all the Day 
III play the Tyranr, and at Nigh: forſake thee; 
Till oy Afflictious and continued Cares, 

Fre worn thce to a nomely Hothold Drudge : 
Nay, if l've any roo, thou ſhalt be made 


Sublervient to all my lower Pleaſures, 


For thou haſt wrong'd Caſtalio. 
Mon. No more: | 
Oh kill me here, or tell me my Offence, 
Hl never quit you elle; but on theſe Knees, 
E 2 Thus 
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Thus follow you all Day, till they're worn bare, 
And hang upon yuu like a drowning Creature. 
Ca alig----- i 

Caft. Away; laſt Night, laſt Night. 

Mon. It was our Wedding- night. 

Caft. No more, forget it. 

Aon. Why + Do you then repent? 

C af. 1 do. eo 

Mon. Oh Heav'n! 3 
And will you leave me thus? help, help, Florella. 


[le drags ber to the Door, and breaks from fer. 


Help me to hold this yer lov d cruel Man. 
Oh my Heart breaks - I'm dying, Oh ſtan 
III not indulge this Woman's Weaknels ; ſtill 

| Chaft, and fomented, ler my Heart {well on, 
Till wich irs Injuries it burſt, and ſhake 

With the dire Blow this Priſon to the Earth. 


Maid. What ſad Miſtake has been the cauſe of this? 


| Mon. Callalio! Oh! how often has he ſwore, 
Nature ſhould change, the Sun and Stars grow dark, 
Ere he would falſiſie his Vows to me. 
Make haſte, Confuſion, then: Sun loſe thy light, 
And Stars drop dead with Sorrow to the Earth; 
For my Caſtatio's falle. 
Maid. Unhappy Day! . 
Mon. Falſe as the Wind, the Water, or the Weather; 
Cruel ag Tygers o'er their trembling Prey, 
I fe Ba in my breaſt, he tears my Heart. 
And at each Sigh be drinks the guthing Blood; 
Muſt I be long in pain? 
Enter Chamont. 

_ Cham. In Tears, AMonimia / 

Mon. Whoc'er thou art. 
Leave me alone to my belov'd Deſpair. 


Cbam. Lift up thy Eyes, and fee who comes to cheat 


Tell me the Story of thy Wrongs, and then thee. 
See if my Soul has Reſt'till thou haſt Juſtice. 
Mon. My Brother ! 
Cham. Yes, Monimia, if thou think'ſt 
That I deſerve the Name, I am thy Brother, 
Mon. Oh Caſlalio! _ 
Cbam. 
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Cham. Hah! 

Name me that Name again! My Soul's on fire 
Till I know all: There's Meaning in that Name, 
I know he is thy H:sband : Therefore truſt me 
Wich all the following truth 

Mon. Indeed, Chamont, | 

There's nothing in it bur the fault of Nature; 

I'm often thus ferz'd ſuddenly with Grief, 

I know not why. 

__ Cham. You ule me ill, Monimia, 

And I might think wich Juſtice moſt ſeverely 

Of chis unfaithful Dealing with your Brother. 

Mon. Truly 1 am not to blame: Suppole I'm fond, 
And grieve for what as much may pleaſe another. 
Should 1 upbraid the deareſt Friend on Earth 
For the firſt Fault? you would not do ſo: Would you? 

Cham. Net, if I'd cauſe to think it was a Friend. 

Mon. Why do you then call this unfairbful Dealing? 
1 ne'er conceal'd my Soul from you before: 5 
| Bear wich me now, and ſearch my Wounds no farther, 
For every Probing pains me to the Heart. TE. 

Cham.'Tis ſigu there's danger in't, and muſt be prevented. 
Where's your new Husband Still that thought dͤlkarbe you. 
What only anſwer me with Tears? Caſtalio ! 
| Nay, now they ſtream, | 
Cruel unkind Caſtalio Ist not fo? | | 

Mon. I cannot ſpeak, Grief flows ſo faſt upon me, 

; —_— and will not let me tell the caute. | 
| 

Cham. My Monimia, to my Soul thou'rt dear, 

As Honour to my Name: Dear as che Light 

To Eyes bu juſt reſtoi'd, an i.cal'd of Blindneſs. 
Why wilt thou not repoſe within my Breaſt. 
The Angyith tha: torments rhee ? 

es. Oh! 1 dare-noe. e. 

Cham. I have no Friend bur thee : We muſt coufide, 
In one another: TV nb ippy Orphans? e 
Alas, we are; and wlien | tee hee grieve, 

Mecrhinks it is a Part of me that ſuffers. | 
Mon. Oh thgyld'ttrhou * the Cauie of my lamenting, 
= 1 I am 


— 


— —— — 
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I am fatisfy'd, Chamont, that thou would'ſt ſcorn me; 
Thou would'ſt deſpiſe the abject loſt Monimia, 
No more would'ſt praiſe this Beauty; gut 
When in ſome Cell diſtracted; as I ſhall be, 
Thou ſeeſt me lye; thele unregarded Locks 
Matted like Furies Treſſes; my poor Limbs 
Chain'd to the Ground, and 'ftead of the Delights 
Which happy Lovers taſte, my Keeper's ſtripes, 
A Bed of Straw, and a coarſe Wooden Dith | 
Of wretched Suſtenance ; when thus thou ſeeſt me, 
Pr'ythee have Charity and Pity for me. BY 
Let me enjoy this Thought. | 
Cham. Why wilt rack 
My Soul fo long, 'Monimia ? Eaſe me quickly; 
Or thou wilt run me into Madneſs firſt. 
Mon. Could you be ſecret ? 
Cham. Secret as the Grave. 5 
Mon. But when I've told you, will you — your Fury 
Within its bounds? Will you not do ſome raſh 
And horrid Miſchief? for indeed, Chamont, 
.You would not think how hardly I've been us d 
From a near Friend; from one that has my Soul 
A Slave, and therefore treats it like a Tyrant. 
Cham. I will be calm; but has Caſtalio wrong'd thee 2 
Has he already waſted all his Love? 
| What has he done? quickly; for I'm all trembling 
Wich expectation of a horrid Tale. 
Mon. Oh! could you think it! 
Cham. W hat ? | | 
Mon. I fear he'll kill me. 
Cham. Hah! ” 1 
Alon. Indeed I do; he's ſtrangely cruel to me, 
Which if it laſts, I'm ſure — break my Heart. 
Chew. What has he done 
Mon. Moſt barbarouſly us'd me: 
Nothing ſo kind as he, when in my Arms; 
In thouſand Kiſſes, render Sighs and Joys, | 
Nox to be thought again, the Night was waſted ; 
At dawn of Day he role, and left his Cenquelt. 
Bu twkeu we met, and I with open Arms 1 
| | an 


ee dragg'd me like a Slave upon the Earth, 
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Ran to embrace the Lord of ali my Wiſhes, 
Oh then ! ----- 
Cham. Go on! | 
Hon. He threw me from his Breaſt, 
like a dcteſted Sin. 
| Cham. How? 
Mon. As I hung too | 
pon his Knees, and begg'd to know the Cauſe, 


And had no Pity on my Cries. 
' "Cham. How! did he | 

Daſh thee diſdainfully away with Scotn! 
Mon. He did; and more I fear, will ne'er be Friends, 
Though I (till love him with unbated Paſſion. | 

Cham. What, throw thee from him! 

Mon. Yes, indeed he did. | 

Cham. So may this Arm 
Throw him to th Earth, like a dead Dog deſpis'd; T7 = 
{ Lameneſs and Leprofie, Blindneſs and Lunacy, EN 1% 
\ Poverty, Shame, Pride, and the Name of Villain | 
light on me, if Caſtalio, 1 1 thee. [a 
Mon. Now, Chamont, art thou unkind as he is: 1 
Didſt thou not promiſe me thou would'ſt be calm? : 1 
| Keep my Diſgrace conceal'd ? why ſhould' ſt thou kill him 2 = 
By all my Love, this Arm ſhould do him Vengeance. _— 
Alas! I love him ſtill, and though I neer 
| Claſp bim again within theſe longing Arms, N 
Yer bleſs him, bleſs him (Gods) where - e ex he goes. | 

Enter Acaſto. yl 

Acaſt. Sure ſome ill Fate is tow'rds me; in my Houſe | 

I only meet with Oddneſs and Diſorder ; 
Each Vaſlal has a wild diſtracted Face; 
And looks as full of Buſineſs as a Blockhead 

In times of danger: Juſt this very Moment 
1 mer Caſtalio roo----- 85 
Cam. Then you met a Villain. 

Aenſt. Hah! ol 
Cham. Yes, a Villain | 
Acaſt. Have a care, young Soldier, 

How thou'cs roo bulic with Acaſts's Fame; 


I haxe 
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I have a Sword, my Arm's good old Acquaintance, 
Villain to thee 

Cham. Curſe on thy ſcandalous Age, 

Which hinders me to ruth upon thy Throat, 

And tear the Root up of that curſed Bramble! 


Acaſt. Ungrateful Ruffian! ſure my good old Friend 


Was ne'er thy Father; nothing of him's in thee: 
What have I done in my unhappy Age, 
To be thus us'd? 1 ſcorn to upbraid thee, Boy, 
Bur I could pur thee in Remembrance----- 
Cham. Do. | 
Acaſt. J ſcorn it----- 
Cham. No, I'll calmly hear the Story, 
For I would fain know all, to ſce which Scale 
Weighs moſt--- Hah, is not that good old Acafts? 
What have 1 done? Can you forgive this Folly 2 
Acaſt. Why doſt thou ack it? 
Cbam. Tuas the rude o'er-flowing 
Of ioo much Paſſion; pray, my Lord, forgive me. Knesls. 
Acaſt. Mock me not, Youth; I can revenge a Wrong 
Cbam. I know it well; but for this thought of mine, 
Pity a mad Man's Frenzy, and forget it. 


Acaſt. I will; but henceforth, pr'ythee be more kind. 
| | [Raiſes bim. 


Whence came the Cauſe? 
Cham. Indeed I've been to blame, n 
But Ill learn better; for you've been my Father: 


You've been her Father too — [Takes Mon. by the Han. 


Acaſt. Forbear the Prologue----- 
And let me know the Subſtance of thy Tale. 
(bam. You took her up a little tender Flower, 
Juſt ſprouted on a Bank, which the next Froſt 
Had nip:; aud with a careful loving Hand, 
Tranſplanted her into your own fair Garden, 


Where the Sun always thines: There long the flourifh'd, 


Grew ſweet to Senſe, aud lovely to the Eye, 

Till ar the laſt a cruel Spoiler came, 

Cropt this fair Role, and rifled all is Sweetneſs, 

Then caſt it like a loathſome Weed away. 

Acaſt. You talk to me in Parables ; Chament, 1 
3 | You 


29 i. 


Once more, Caſtalio - --- 


— 


And noble as Caſtalio- - Do her Juſtice, | | 2 


| Tl do'r; hark you, my Lord, your Son Caffalio 


But might be proud to take her to his Heart. 


In one damn'd Falthood to out-do Caſtalia, 


| Who'll fleep in Safety that has done me wrong ? 


| Your Houſe's Honour) ask it of Caſtalio. 
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You may have known that I'm no wordy Man; 
Fine Speeches are the Inſtruments of Knaves 
Or Fools, that uſe em, when they want good Senſe; 
But Honeſty ES 

Needs no Diſguiſe nor Ornament; be plain. 

Cham. Your Son----- 

Acaſt. Ive two, and both I hope have Honour. 

Cham. I hope fo too - but . 
Acaſt. Speak. 

Cham. I muſt inform you, 


9 


Acaſt. Still Caſtalio: 
e,, 2 
Your Son Caſtalio bas wropg'd Monimia. 
Acaſt. Hah! wrong'd her? 
Cham. Marry'd her. 
Acaſt. Lm ſorry for'r, 
Cham. Why forry ? | 
By yon bleſt Heay'n there's not a Lord 
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Acaſt. LIl not deny't. Ly 
Cham. You dare not, by the Gods, 
You dare not; all your Family combin'd 


. — — — - — * * 
. * ——— 
— 


Dare not deny 't. 

Acaſt. How has Caſtalio wrong d her? : 3 
Cham. Ask that of him: I (ay, my Siſter's wrong d: 

Monimia my Siſter, born as high 


Or by the Gods, I'll lay a Scene of Blood, 
Shall make this Dwelling horrible to Nature. 


Take him to your Cloſer, and there teach him Maunersy 
Acaſt. You ſhall have Juſtice, | | 
Cham. Nay --- I will have Juſtice. 


My Lord, I'll not diſturb you to repeat 
The Cauſe of this: I beg you (to preſerve 


Acaft. I will. 
£ Cham. 
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Cbam. Till then farewe] ----- [ Exit. 
Acaſt. Farewel, proud Boy. 
Monimaa ! | 

Mon. My Lord. 

Acaſt. You are my Daughter. 
Mon. | am, my Lord, it you'!l vouchſafe to own me. 
Acaft. When you'll complain to me, I'll prove a Father. 

Exit, 
Mom. Now I'm undone for ever: Who on bl 
Is there fo wrerched as Monimia? 1, 
Firſt by Cuſtalio cruelly forſaken ; 

Tue luſt Acaſto now: His parting Frowns 
May well inſtruct me, Rage is in his Heart; 
I ſhall be next abandon'd a my Fortune, 
Thruſt our a naked Wand'rer to the World, 
And branded for the miſchievous A'unim ; 
What will become of me? My cruel Brother 
1s framing Miſchiefs too, for ought I Ko, 

I bat may produce Blood ſhed, and horrid uz der; 
I would not be the Cauſe of one Man's each, 
Io reigu the Emprels of the Earth; nay, mote, 

Td rather loſe for ever my Caftalio, 

My deat unkind Caſtal!s ! 
| „ Enter Polydore. 
PI. Monimia weeping ! | 5 
So Morning Dews on new-blown Roſes lodge, 
By the Sun amorous Hear to be exhal'd. 
I come, my Love, to kits all Sorrow from rhee. 
What mean thele Sighs ? And why thus bears hy Heart! 
Aion. Let me alone to Sorrow : Iis a Caule 
None cer thall know; bu: it thall with me die. 
pe. Happy, Monimia, he, to whom the ſe »ighs, 
"Theſe Tears, and all rheſe Languithings are paid! 
I am uo Stranger to your deareſt Secie.z _ 
I know your Heart was never meaut for me, 

Tha j-wel's for an elder Brother's price. 

Mon. My Lord! | | | 

Fol. Nay, onder not; laſt Night I heard 
His Cats, your Yows, and to my Torment law 

Your wild Embrcaces: Heard ch Appointment made: l 
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1did, Monimia, and I curſt the Sound. 


pho thou be ſworn, my Love? wilt thou be ne er 
Unkind again? 


Mon. Banith fuch fruitleſs Hopes! 


Hare you {worn Couſtancy to my Undoing ? 


Will you be ne'er my Friend again? 
Pol. What means my Love? y 
Mon. Away; what meant my Lord 


Laſt Night? 


| 
' 


4 
| 


Pol. Is that a Queſtion now to be demanded 3 2 


I hope onimia was not much diſpleas d. 


Mon. Was it well done to treat me like a Proſtitute. 
T' aſſault my Lodging at the dead of Night, 
And threatcu me if 1 deny d Admittance ----- 
You ſaid you were Caſtalio - 

Pol. By thoſe Eyes | 
| I was the ſame; I ſpent my time much better; 
I tell thee, ill- natut'd Fait One, I was poſted 
To more Advantage on a pleaſant Hill | 
Ok ſpringing Joy, and everlaſting Sweetneſs. a 

Mon. Hah --- have a Care ----- + 

Pol. Where is the Danger near me? 

on. I fear you're on a Rock will wreck your Quicr, 

and drown your Soul in Wrerchedneſs for ever; 
Athouſand Corrs Thoughts crowd on my Memory. 
Will you be kind and au ufwer me one Queſtion ? 

Pol. I'd truſt chee with my Life on thoſe ſoft Breaſts; 
breathe out the choiceſt Secrets of my Heart ; 
Till I bad nothing 1 in it left but Love. 


Mon. Nay, I'll conjure you by the Gods, and Angels, 


by the Honour of your Name, that's moſt concern d, 


To tell me, Po/ydore, and tell me truly, 
here did you reſt laſt Night? 


If Pol. Within thy Arms 


\triumph'd : Reſt had been my Foe. 
Men. Tis done © be faints, 


0 Pol. She faints! No help! who waits? 2 Curſe 


* my Vanity, that could not keep 
Ide Secret of 2) Happineſs in Silence. 
fonfufion! we shall be ſurpriz'd anon, 


And 


——————— RW... 
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Ard conſequently all muſt be berray'd. 
Monimia ! the breaths--- Monimia 
Mon. Well——— 
Ler Miſchicts multiply! Let every Hour | 
Ot my lea hd Lite yield me encreaſe of Horror! 
On let che Suu io cheſe unhappy Eyes 
Nele thine again, but be echips'd for ever ! 


May every thing I look on ſeem a Prodigy, ] 
To fill my Soul with Terrors, till I quite | 


Forget I ever had Humanity, 
And grow a Curſer of the Works of Nature! 0 
Pol. What means all this? | | 


1 
Mon. Oh, Polydore, if all Yo 1 * 
The Friendſhip cer you vow'd to good Caſtalio A 
Be not a Falihood ; if your ever lov'd _ | 
Your Brother, you've undone your ſelf and me. St 
Pol. Which way can Ruin reach the Man that's Rich; 
As 1 am in Poſſeſſion of thy Sweetnels ? „ 
Mon. Oh, I'm his Wife. NM 
Pol. What fays Yonimia ! hah! ] * 


| Speak that again. 
Mon, I am Caſtalio's Wife. 
Pol. His marry'd, wedded Wif: 
Mon. Yeſterday's Sun 
Saw it perform'd. = 
Pol. And then have I cnjoy'd 
My Brother's Wife! 
Mon. As ſurely as we both | 
Muſt taſte of Miſery, that Guilt is thine. 
Pol. Muſt we be miſerable then? 
Mon. Oh! | 5 
Pol. Oh! thou may'ſt yet be happy. 
Mon. Couldſt thou be | 
Happy, with ſuch a Weight upon thy Sou! 
Pol. It may be yet a Secret: III go try 
To reconcile and bring Caſtalio to thee, 
Whilſt from the World I rake my ſelf away, 
And waſte my Life in Penance for my Sin. 
Mon. Then thou wouldſt mor Hp me: Heap a load 
Of added Sins upon my wretched Head ; 
ES.) | Wouldſt 


ad | 
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Wouldſt thou again have me betray thy Brother, 
And bring Pollution to his Arms ? cur{t Thought! 
Oh when thall I be mad indeed: | 
Pol. Nay, then | 
Let us embrace, and from this very Moment 
Vow aa eternal ?Ailery togecher. ES 
Mon. And wilt thou be a very faithful Wretch ? 
Never grow fond of cheartul Peace again? 
Wil thou with me ſtudy ro be Unhappy, 
And find out ways how to eucreaſe Affliction? 
Pol. We'll inſtitute new Arts unknown before, 
To vary Plagues, and make em look like new ones. 
- Firſt, if the Fruit of our deteſted Joy, 
A Child be born, it thall be murder'd----- 
Mon. No, . 
Sure that may live. 
Pol. Why? | 
Mon. To become a thing | | 
More wretched than its Parents, to be branded 
With all our Intamy, and curſe its Birch. | 5 
Pol. That's well contriv'd; then thus let's go together, 


Full of our Guilt, diſtracted where to roam, 


Like the firſt wretched Pair expell'd their Paradiſe. 
Let's find lome Place where Adders neſt in Winter, 
Loathlome and venomous: Where Poiſons hang 
Like Gums againſt the Walls; where Wi ches meet 
By Night, and feed upon ſome pamper d Imp, 


at with the Blood of Babes: There we'll inhabit, 


And hve up to the Height of Deſperation ; 
Defire ſhall languith like a withering Flower, 
And no Diſtinction of the Sex be thought of. 


And I Il no more be caught with Beauty's Charms, 


But When I'm dying take me in thy Arms. [ Exe. 


Horrors thall tright me from thoſe pleaſing Harms, \ 


ä 3 
0 * — ar | — 


—— 


— 
Ig EPs. 


A 0; — = 


ACT 


W ce dd iced ore dd art EMS 


3 Sar. HE 


EI INE — 


— — 


P's - 
— 


„ 5 


— 


2 
— 


— 9 . 


. " = -— 
Id S 4 + oc gp — 
2 — - 


6 tbo 


=» 
— 
— 


— MBs + 
| — — — 
— — * 


— 2 
CES 


— * _— — 
wa — 
—— 


62 Te ORPHAN. 


ACT-V.SCENE I. 


Caſtalio Hing on the Ground, 


S O N G. 


J. 


8 O ME, all ye Youths, whoſe Hearts Cer bled 
By cruel Beauty's Pride, 
Bring each à Garland on his Head, 
Let none his Sorrows hide: 
But Hand in Hand around me move, 
Singing the ſaddeſt Tales of Love; 
And ſee, when your Complaints ye Join. 
If all your Wrongs can equal mine. 
II. 
The happieſt Mortal once was I, 
My Heart no Sorrows knew. 
Pity the Pain with which I de, 
But ash not whence it grew. 
| Yet if a tempting Fair you find 
That's very lovely, very kind, | 
Tho bright as Heav'n whoſe Stamp ſhe bear's, 
Think of my Fate, and ſhun ber Snares. 


Caf. See where the Deer tro: after one another; 
Male, Female, Farher, Daughter, Mother, Son, 
Brother and Siſter mingled all together; 

No Diſcontent they know, but in delightful 


Wildneſs and Freedom, pleaſant Springs, freſh Herba 58, 


Calm Har bours, luſty Health and Innocence, 
Enjoy their Portion; if they ſee a Man, 
How will they turn together all, and gaze 
Upon the Monſter 
Once in a Scaſon tho they taſte of Love: 
Only the Ecaſt of Rcaſon is its Slave, 
Aud in that rolly drudges all che Vear. 
Eater Acaſto. 
Acaft. Caſtalio! Caſtalic 
Caſt. Who's there 
So wretched but to name Caftalio! a 


Pr Anz 
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Acaſt. I hope my Meſſage may ſucceed. 

Caſt. My Father, | . 

'Tis Joy to ſee you, tho where Sorrow's nouriſhe. 
Acalt, I'm come in Beauty's Cauſe ; you'll gueſs the reſt. 
Caſt. A Woman! if you love my Peace of Mind, 

Name not a Woman to me; but to thin 

Of Woman were cnough to taint my Brains, 

Till they ferment ro Madneſs! Oh! my Father. 

Acaſt. What ails my Boy? 

Caſt. A Woman is the thing 8 
[ would forget, and blo: from my Remembrance. 

Aca/t. Forget xt | 

Ct. She ro chuſe: Monimia ! | 5 
The very Souud's ungtateful to my Senſe. ſhide 

Acaſl. This might ſeem ſtrange ; but you I've found wi 
Your Heart fiom me; you dare not truſt your Father. 

Caſt. No more Alnimig 

Aca t. Is the not your Wife? 

Caſt. So much the worſe: who loves to hear of Wife? 
When you would give ail vorkily Plagues a Name 
Worle than they have al:cady, call em Wife: 

But a new-married Wile's a ſeemiug Miſchief, 

Full of her ſelf: Why, what a deal of Horror 

Has that poor Wretch to come, that wedded Yeſterday ? 
Acaft. Caſtalio, you muſt go along with me, 

And {ce Monimia. | | 
Caſt. Sure, my Lord but mocks me: 

Go fee Honimia ! Pray, my Lord, excuſe me; 

And leave the Conduct of this part of Lite 

To my own Choice. 
laſt. I ſay, no more Diſpute. 1 

Complamts ate made to me, that you have wrong'd her, 
C. Who has complain'd 2 _ 1 
Acaſt. Her ¶ rother to my Face proclaim' d her wrong d, 

And in ſuch Terms, they've warm'd me. 

Cat. What Terms? her Brother! Heay'n ! 

Where learnt the that: SE | 

What, docs the {end her Hero with Defiance 2 

He durſt not ſure affront you 2 | 5 
Acaſt. No not much. 


But F 2 
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Caſt. Speak, what ſaid he? 

Acaſt. That thou wert a Villain: 
Methinks I would not have thee thought a Villain. 
Caſt. Shame on the ill- manner 'd Brute; 

Your Age ſecur d him, he durſt not elſe have ſaid ſo. 

Acaſt. By my Sword, | | 2 | 
I would not fee thee wrong'd, and bear it vilely: 
Though 1 have paſt my Word the ſhall have Juſtice. 

Caſt. Juſtice! to give her Juſtice wou'd undo her: 
Think you this Solitude I now had choſen, 

Left Joys juſt opening ro my Senſe, ſought here 
A Place to curſe my Fate in, meaſur'd out 
My Grave at length, wiſht to have grown one picee 
Wich this cold Clay, and all without a Cauſe ? 
Enter Chamont. 
(bam. Whefe is the Hero famous and renown'd 
For wronging Innocence, aud breaking Vows; 
Whole mighty Spirit, and whoſe ſtubborn Heart, 
No Woman can appcaſe, nor Man provoke ? - 
Aeaſt. I gueſs, Chamont, you come to ſeek Caſtalis. 
Cham. I come to ſeek the Husband of Monimia. 
Caſt. The Slave is here. 
| Cham. I thought ere now to ave found you 
Attoning for the Ills you've done ( hamont; _ 
For you have wrong 'd the deareſt part of him. 
Monimia, young Lord, weeps in this Heart; 
And all the Tears thy Injuries have drawn 
From her poor Eyes are Drops of Blood from heuer. 

Caſt. Then you are Chamont * | | 

Cham. Yes, and I hope no Stranger 
To great Caſtalio. „ 

Caſt. I've heard of ſuch a Man 
That has been very buſie with my Honour: 

I own I'm much indebted to you, Sir, 
And heie return the Villain back again 
You ſent me by my Father. 


Cham. Thus I'll thank you. | My (Draws. . 
Acaſt. By this good Sword, who firſt preſumes to Violence 
Makes me his Foe----- [Draws and interpoſes. 
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I was fir Guardian of my Houſe's Honour, 
And you might truſt your Share with me-----For you, 
| | [To Cham. 
Loung Soldier, I muſt tell you, you have wrong'd me: 
I promis'd you to do Monimia Right; 
And thought my Word a Pledge I would not forfeit: 
But you, I find, would fright us to Performance. 

Caſt. Sir, in my younger Years with Care you taught me, 
That brave Revenge was due to injut'd Honour; 
Oppole not then the Juſtice of my Sword, 

Let you thould make me jealous of your Love. 

| Cham. Into thy Father's Arms thou fly'ſt for Safety, 

| Becauſe thou know'ſt the Place is ſanctify d 

With the Remembrance of an ancient Friendthip. 
Caſt. I am a Villain if I will not ſeek thee, 

Till I may be rcveng'd for all the Wrongs 

Done me by that ungrateful Fair thou plead'ſt for. 

Cham. She wrong'd thee! by the Fury in my Heart, 
Thy Fathcr's Honour's not above Monimia's; 

Nor was thy Mother's Truth and Virtue fairer. 

Acaſt. Boy, don't diſturb the Aſhes of the dead 
Wich thy capricious Follies : The remembrance _ 
Of the lov'd Creature, that once fill'd theſe Arms 

Cham. Has not been wrong d. | 
Caſt. It thall not. | 
Cam. No, nor thall 5 

Monimia, tho' a helpleſs Orphan, deſtitute 
Of Friends and Fortune, tho' th* unhappy Siſter 
Ot poor Chamont, whole Sword is all his Portion, 

Be oppreſt by thee, thou proud imperious Traitor. 

Caſt. Hah! ſet me free. | 

Cham. Come both. wy 
Enter Scrina. 

Ser. Alas! alas! 0 | | 
The Cauſe of theſe Diſorders ; my Chamont i 

Who is't has wrong'd thee? | 

Ca/t. Now where att thou fled 
Fer hehe? | 
. Cham. Come from thine, and ſee what Safeguard 
Shall chen betray my Fears. | 
1 F Ser. 
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Ser. Cruel Caſtalio, 5 
Sheath up thy angry Sword, and don't affright me: 
Chamont, let once Serina calm thy Breaſt ; 

If any of my Friends have done thee Injuries, 
T'll be reveug'd, and love thee better fot t. 
Caſt. Sir, if you'd have me think you did not take 
This Opportunity to thew your Vanity, 
Let's meet ſome other time, when by our (elves 
We fairly may diſpute our Wrongs together. 
Cham. Till then, I am Caſialiv's Friend. 
_ Caſt. Serina, 
_ Farewel, I with much Happineſs attend you. 
Ser. Chamont's the deareſt thing I have on Earth; 
Give me Cbamont, and let the World forſake me. 

Chim. Witneſs the Gods, how happy I'm in thee! 

No beautcous Bloſſom of the fragrant Spring, 

Tho' the fair Child of Nature newly born, 

Can be ſo lovely. Angry, unkind Caſtalio, 

Suppoſe I ſhould a while lay by my Paſſions, 

And be a Beggar in Monimia's Caule, 

Might I be heard? | | 

Caſt. Sir, twas n laſt Requeſt, 3 

You wou'd (though you I find will not) be ſatisfy'd: 

So in a Word, Monimia is my Scorn, TD 

She baſely ſent you here to try my Fears ; 

That was your buſineſs. 
No artful Proſtitute, in Falthoods practis d, 

To make advantage of her Coxcomb's Follies, 

Could have done more-----Diſquict vex her for t. 
Cham. Farewel. | : [Ex. Cham. and Ser. 
Caſt. Farewel----My Father, you ſeem troubled. 


Acaſt. Would ad been abſent when this boiſt'rous Prave 


Came to diſturb thee thus: I'm griev'd I hinder'd | 
Thy juſt Reſenrment---But Monimia-—- 
Caſt. Damn her. 
Acaſt. Don't curſe her. 
Caſt. Did 12 
Acaſt. Yes. 
Caſt. I'm ſorry for't. 


Acaſt. Methinks, as it 1 gueſs the Fault's but ſmall, 


It might be pardon d. Cat. 
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Eaff. No. 
Acaſt. What has the done? | 
Caſt. That ſhe's my Wife, may Heay n and you forgive 
Acaſt. Be reconcil'd chen. [me. 
Caſt. No. 
Acaſt. Go ſee her. 
Caſt. No. 
Acaſt. I'll (end and bring her hicher. 
Caſt. No. 
Acaſt. For my ſake, 
Caſtalio, and the quiet of my Age. 
Caſt. Why will you urge a thing my Nature ſtarts at? 
Acaſt. Pr'ythee forgive her. 
Caſt. Lightnings firſt thall blaſt me. 
I tell you, were the proſtrare at my Feet, 
Full of her Sex's beſt diſſembled Sorrows, 
And all that wondrous Beauty of her own, 
* Heart might break, but it ſhould never ſoften. 
Enter Florella. 
Flor. My Lord, where are you? Oh Caſta : 
Acaſt. Hark. | | 
Caſt. What's that? 
Flor. Oh thew me quickly, where's Caſtalis . 
Acaſt. Why, what's the Buſineſs? 
Flor. Oh the poor Monimia 2 
Caſt. Hah! | 15 
Acaſt. What's the matter? 
Flor. Hurry'd by Deſpair, 


She flies with fury over all the Houſe, 


Through every Room of each Apartment, crying, 
Where's my Caſtalio? give me my Caſtalio ! 
Except the ſees you, ſure the'll grow diſtracted. 
Caſt. Hah! will the? does the name Caſtalio? 

And with ſuch Tenderneſs? Conduct me quickly 
To the poor lovely Mourner. Oh my Father! 


Acaſt. Then wilt thou go? hleſſings attend thy purpoſe, 


Caſt. I cannot hear Monimia's Soul's in Sadneſs, 
And be a Man; my Heart will not forget her. 
But do not tell the World you ſaw this of me. 

Acaſt. Delay not hen bu 

Caſt, 
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Caſt. Oh! I will throw m'impatient Arms about her 
In her ſoft Boſom figh my Soul to Peace. 
Till through the panting Breaſt the finds the wa 
To mould my Heart, aud make it what the will. 

Monimia! hu!!! 
= = Enten Monimia. 

Mon. Stand off, and give me room, 
I will not reſt till I have found Caſtalio, 

My Wih's Lord, comely as riſing Day, 
Amidſt ten thouſand eminently known. 
Flowers ſpring where-e'er he treads, his Eyes, 
Fountains of Brightneſs, chearing all about him! 
When will they mine on me ?-----O {tay my Soul! | 
I cannot die in Peace till I have ſeen him. 

| Caſtalio Re-enters, 
Caſt. Who talks of dying with a Voice ſo ſweet, 
That Life“ in love-with it? 

Mon. Hark ! tis he that anſwers; 

o in a Camp, though at the dead of Night, 


If but the Trumpet's chearful noiſe is heard, 


All at the ſignal leap from downy Reſt, 
And every Heart awakes, as mine docs now, 
Where art thou? | 
Caſt. Here, my Love. 
Mon. No nearer, leſt I vaniſh. 5 
Caſt. Have I been in a Dream then all this while! 
And art chou but the Shadow of Monimia ! | 
Why doſt thou fly me thus? 3 
Aon, Oh! were it poſſible that we could drown 
In dark Oblivion but a few paſt Hours, 
We might he happy. | 
Caſt. Is't then ſo hard, Monimia, to forgive 


. 


A Fault, where humble Love, like mine, implores thee ? 8 


For ] muſt love thee, though it prove my Ruin. 
Which way thall 1 court thee? | 
What ſhall I do to be enough thy Slave, 

And la isfy the lorely Pride that's in thee? _ 
II kneel to thee, aud weep a Flood betore thee, 
. ""__ pr'ythee, Tyrant, beak not quite my Heart; 

Bu when my Task of Penience is done, | 
Heal ut again, and comfort me with Love. Mon. 


(Ex. Acaſt. Caſt. 
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Mon. If 1 am dumb, 2 and want Words, 
To pay thee back this mighty Tenderneſs; 
It is becauſe I look on thee with Hotror. 
And cannot ſee the Man I fo have wrong d. 
Caſt. Thou haſt not wrong'd me. 

Mon. Ah! alas, thou talk'ſt | | 

Juſt as thy popr Heart thinks; have not I wrong d thee! 
Caſt. No. | | 
Mon. Still thou wander'ſt in the Dark, Caſtalio; 

But wilt ere long {tumble on horrid Danger. 
Caſt. What means my Love! 
Mon. Couldſt thou but forgive me! 
Caſt. What? 
Mon. For my Fault laſt Night; alas, thou canſt not. 
Caſt. I can, and do. 85 
Mon. Thus crawling on the Earth 
Would I that Pardon meet; the only thing 
Can make me view the Face of Heav'n with Hope, 
Caſt. Then let's draw near, Ds 
Mon. Ah me! 
Caſt. So in the Fields, 85 
When the Deſtroyer has been out for Prey, 
The ſcatter'd Lovers of the feather'd Kind, 
Seeking when Danger's paſt to meet again, 
Make moan, and call, by ſuch Degrees approach; 
Till joyning thus they bill, and ſpread their Wings, 

Murmuring Love, and Joy, their Fears are over. 
Mon. Vet have a Care, be not too fond of Peace, 

= + Teſt in Purſuance of the goodly Quarry, 
Thou meet a Diſappointment that diſtracts thee. 

Caſt. My better Angel, then do thou inform me, 

What Danger threatens me, and where it lies: 
Why didſt thou (pr'ythee ſmile and tell me why) 
When I ſtood waiting underneath the Window, 
Quaking with fierce and violent Deſires; 

Ihe dropping Dews fell cold upon my Head, 

' Darkneſs enclos'd, and the Winds whiſtled round me; 
Which with my mournful Sighs made ſuch ſad Muſick 
As might have moy'd the hardeſt Heart; why wert thou 

Deaf to my Cries, and ſenſeleſs of my Pains ? _ 
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Mon. Did I not beg thee to forbear Inquiry? 
Read'ſt thou not ſomething in my Face, that ſpeaks 
Wonderful Change, and Horror from within me? 


Caſt. Then there is ſomething yet which I've not known: 


What doſt thou mean by Horror, and Fotbeatance 

Of mote Inquiry ? Tell me, I beg thee, tell me: 

And do not betray me to a ſecond Madnefs. 
Mon. Muſt 1? ns ; 
Caſt. If labouring in the Pangs of Death, 

Thou would'it do any thing to give me caſe; 

_ Untold chis Riddle ere my T houghrs grow wild, 

And let in Fears of ugly Form upon me. 

Mon. My Heart won't ler nic peak it; but remember, 
Monimia, poor Monimia tells you this, 

We nc'er muſt meet again 

Caſt. What means my Deſtiny ? 

For all my good or evil Fate dwells in thee: 
Ne'er meet again! 

Mon. No, never. 

Caſt. Where's the P Wr - 
On Earth, that dares not look like thee, ard [zy ſo? 
Thou art my Heart's Inheritance, I fer 
A long aud painful, faithful Slavery for thee: _ 
And who thall rob me of che dear-bought Bleſſing? 

Mon. Time will clear all, but now ler this content you: 
Heav'n has decreed, and therefore I've reſolv'd, 
(With Torment 1 muſt tell it chee, Cufialic) 

Ever to be a S ranger io thy Love, 
In fome far diſtant Country walte my Lite, 
And from this Day to ice thy Face no more. 

Caſt. Where am I: ſure I wander midſt Inchantment, 

And never more ſhall find the Way to Reſt; 

Bur, oh Monimia, art thee indeed reſolv'd, 

To puniſh me wir!. everlaſting Ablence? | 
Why turn'ſt thou from me? I'm alone alrcady 
Merhinks I ſtand upon a naked Beach, 

Sighing ro Winds, and to the Seas complaining, 
Whilſt afar off the Veſſel ſails away, | 
Where all the Treaſure of my Soul's embark d; 
Wil thou not turn---Oh could thoſe Eyes but ſpear, 
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I ſhould know all, for Love is pregnant in em; 
They (well, they preſs their Beams upon me ſtill : 
wilt thou not 4 if we muſt part for ever, 
Give me but one kind Word to think upon, 
And pleaſe my ſelf withal, whilſt my Hearr's breaking. 
Mon. Ah poor Caſtalic 1 | Ex. Monimia, 
| Caft. Pity, by the Gods, | | 
She pgics me; then thou wilt go cternally ? 
What mean, all this? why all this ſtir ro plague 
A ſingle Wre:ch? If but your Word can ſhake 
This World to Atomes, why fo much ado 
With me? think me bur dead, and lay me fo. 
Enter Polydore. 
Pol. To live, and live a Torment to my felf, 
What Dog would bear's, that knew but his Condition! 
We have little Knowledge, and that makes us Cowards, 
Becauſe it canno: tell us, what's to come. 
Caſt. Who's there ? | 
Pol. Why, what art thou? 
Caſt. My Brother Po/ydore ? 
Pol. My Name is Pohydore. 
Caſt. Canſt thou inform me — 
Pol. Of what? — 
Caſt. Of my Moninmia ? 
Pol. No. Good-day. 
Caſt. In haſte? | 
Met hinks my Poly dore appears in Sadneſs. 
Pol. Indeed, and ſo to me does my Caſtalis. 
Caſt. Do I? © 
Pol. Thou doſt. | 
Caſt. Alas! Ire wondrous Reason; 
I'm ſtrangely alter'd, Brother, ſince 1 ſaw thee. 
Pol. Why ? - 
Caſt. Oh, to tell thee would but put thy Heart 
Jo pain; let me embrace hee but a little, 
And weep upon thy Neck; I would rcpoſe 
Wichin ty fricadly Bofom all my Follies, 
tor thou wilt pardon em, becauſe th'are mine. 
Pol. Be not too credulous, conſider firſt, 
friends may be falle. Is there no Friendſhip falſe? 


Caſt. 
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Caſt. Why doſt thou ask me that? does this appear 
Like a falſe Friendthip, when with open Arms 
And ſtreaming Eycs, I run upon thy Breaſt ? 
Oh 'tis in thee alone I muſt bave Comfort! 
Pol. I fear, Caſtalio, I have none to give thee. 
Caſt. Doſt thou not love me then? 
Pol. Oh, more than Life: 
I never had a Thought of my Caſtalio 
Might wrong the — 1 we had vow d rogether, 
Haſt thou dealt ſo by me? 
Caſt. | hope I have. 
Pol. Then tell me why this Mourning, this Diſorder ? 
Caſt. Oh, Pulydore, I know not how to tell thee 
Shame riſes in my Face, and interrupts 
The Story of my Tongue. 
Pol. 1 grieve, my Friend | 
Knows any thing which he's aſham'd to tell me; 
Or did'ſt thou cer conceal thy Thoughts from Polydore ? 
Caſt. Oh! much too ole; 
But let me bere conjure thee, | 
By all the kind Affection of a Brother, 
(For I'm atham'd to call my felt thy _ 
Forgive me. 
Pol. Well, go on. 
Caſt. Our Deſtiny contriv'd | 
To plague us both with one . Love! 
Thou like a Friend, a conſtant generous Friend, 
In its firſt Pangs « fidſt truſt me with thy Paſſion, 


Whilſt I {Þll {moorh'd my Pain with Smiles before thee, 


And made a Contract l nder meant to keep. 

Pol. How! 

Caſt Still new ways 1 ſtudy i to abuſe thee, 
And kep: thee as a Stranger to my Paſſion, 
Till Yeſterday 1 weided with Monimia. 

tol. Ay, Caſtalio, was that well done ? 


Caſt. No, co conceal it from thee, was much a Fault, 


Pol. A Fault! when thou haſt heard 
ib Tale [ll tell, what wilt thou call it then? 
Caſt. How wy Hear. throbs ! 1 
Pol. Fult, tor thy Friendihip, Traitor, 
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| Hold truſt, or converſe, wich the falſe C7 
This, Witucls Heav'n. 


Caſt. What will my Fate do with me? 
I've loſt all Happineſs, and know not why: : 
What means this Brother? 

Pol. Perjur'd creacherous Wretch, 
Farewell. 

Caſt. Ill be hy Slave, and thou ſhalt uſe me 
Juſt as thou wilt, 2 but forgive me. 

Pol. Never. 

Caſt. Oh! think a little what thy Heart is doing: 
How from our Intancy we Hand in Hand 
Have trod the Path of Life, in Love together; 
One Bed has held us, and the ſame Deſires, 


The fame Averſions ſtill employ'd our Thoughts: 
Whenc er had I a Friend, that was not Polydore's? 
Or Polydore, 2 Foe, chat was not mine? 


Ev'n in the Womb we embrac'd, and wilt thou now, 
For the firſt Fault, abandon and forſake me, 
Leave me amidſt Afflictions to my elf, 


* Plung'd in the Gulph of Griet, and none to hel 


Pol. Go to Monimia, in hes Arms thou'l * ug 


| Repoſe; the has the Art of healing Sorrows. 


Caſt. What Arts? 


Pol. Blind Wretch, thou Husband ! there's a Queſtion; 
Go to her fulſome Bed, and wallow there, | 


Till ſome hot Kniban, full of Luſt and Wine, 

Come ſtorm thee our, and thew thee what's thy Bargain, 
Caſt. Hold there, I charge thee, 
Pol. Is the not a 
Caſt. Whore ? 


Pol Ay, Whore ; Ithink that Word needs no explaining. 


Caſt. Alas, 1 can forgive © hi to hee; 


But let me tell thee, Poly do e, I'm grievd 
| To find thee guilty of ſuch low Revenge, | | 
To wrong that Virrue which chou couldſt not ruin? 


Po/. It ſeems | lye then. 
Caſt. Should the braveſt Man 


That cer wore conquering Sword, but dare to whiſper 
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aim'ſt, he were the worſt of Liars: 
— de miſtaken. 
Pol. Damn the Evaſion; 
Thou mean'ſt the worſt, and he's a baſe-born Villain 
That ſaid 1 ly'd. 


Caſt. Do, draw thy Sword, and thruſt it thto my Heart. 


There is no Joy in Lite, if chou att loſt. 

A baſe- born Villain! . | 

Pil. Yes, thou never cam'ſt < 

From old Acaſto's Loins ; the Midwife put 

A Cheat upon my Mother, and inſtead 

Of a true Bro: her, in the Cradle by me 

Plac'd ſome coarſe Peaſant's Cub, and thou art he. 
Caſt. Thou art my Brother ſtill, 
Pol. Thou ly'lt. 7 
( aſt. Nay, then: { Hedraws. 

Yer I am calm. | 
Pol. A Coward's always fo. 
Caſi. Ah—ah- that ſtings home: Coward ! 

Pol. Ay, baſe- born Coward, Villain. 


| Caſt. This to thy Heart then, tho my Mother borethee. 
[Fight ; Polydore drops his Sword, and runs on Caſtalio . 


Pol. Now my Caſtalio is again my Friend. 


Caſt. What have I done! my Sword is in thy Breaſt, 


| Pol. So I would have it be, thou beſt of Men, 

Thou kindeſt Brother, and thou trueſt Friend. (ſtice: 
Caſt. Ye Gods, we'retaught, that all your Worksare Ju- 
Y'are painted mercitul, and Friends to Innocence: 

Tf fo chen why theſe Plagues upon my Head ? 

Pol. Blame not the Heav'ns ; here hes thy Fate, Caſtalio; 
Th'are not the Gods, tis Polydore has wrong'd thee; 
I've ſtain d thy Bed, thy ſpotleſs Marriage Joys 
Have been polluted by thy Brother's Luſt. 

Caſt. By thee! 

Pol. By me; laſt Night the horrid Deed 
Was done; when all. chiugs ſlept, but Rage and Inceit. 
Caſt. Now, wherc's Honimia? Oh! | 

| Enter Monimia. 
Mon. I'm here, who calls me > 


Methought I heard a Voice 


. 
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Sweet as the Shepherd's Pipe upon the 1 
'- When all his little Flock's at feed before him. 
But what means this? here's Blood. 
Caſt. Ay, Brother's Blood; | 
Art thou prepar'd for everlaſting Pains ? 
Pol. O let me charge thee by th eternal Juſtice, 
Hurt nor her tender Life ! 
Caſt. Not kill her? Rack me, 
| Ye Powers above, with all your choiceſt Torments, 
| Horror of Mind, and Pains yet uninvented, 
If I not practiſe Cruelty upon her, 
And treat Revenge ſome way yet never known. 
Mon. That Task my (elf have finiſh'd, I thall die 
Before we part; I've drunk a healing Draught 
For all my Cares, and never more thall wrong thee. 
Pol. Oh, the's innocent. 2 
Caſt. Tell me that Story, . 
And thou wilt make a Wretch of me indeed. 
Pol. Hadſt thou, Caſtalio, us d me like a Friend, 
This ne'er had happen d; hadſt thou let me knoẽW- 
Thy Marriage, we had all now met in Joy: 
But ignorant of that, 5 
Hearing th' Appointment made, inrag'd to think 
Thou hadſt out- done me in {ucce(sful Love, 
I in the dark went and ſupply d thy place; 
Whilſt all the Night, midſt our trzumphant Joys, 


he trembling, tender, kind, deceiv'd Monimia, 


Embrac'd, careſs'd, and call'd me her Caſtalio. 
Caſt. Aud all this is the Work of my own Fortune 

None but my ſelf cou'd cer have been ſo curſt. 

My fatal Love, alas! has ruin'd thee, 

Thou faireſt, goodlieſt Frame the Gods c'er made, 

Or ever human Eyes and Hearts ador'd ; 

I've murder'd too my Brother. - 

Why wouldſt thou ſtudy ways to damn me further, 

And force the Sin of Parricide upon me? . 

Pol. 'Twas my own Fault, and thou art innocent; 

Forgive the barbarous Treſpaſs of my Tongue, 

Twas a hard Violence; I cou'd have dy'd 

Wich Love of thee, evn when I us'd thee worſt; 

G2 Nay, 


My Heart recoil'd, and twas half Death to ſpeak em. 
Mon. Now, my Caſtalio, the moſt dear of Men, 
Wilt thou receive Pollution to thy Boſom, 
And cloſe the Eyes of one that has bettay'd thee > 
Caſt. Oh I'm th' unbappy Wretch, whoſe curſed Fate 
Has weigh'd thee down into Deſtruction with him; 
Why then thus kind to me? 1 
Mon. When I'm laid low ich Grave, and quite forgotten, 
May ſt thou be happy in a fairer Bride; EY 
But none can ever love thee like Morin. 
When I am dead, as prefenily I thall be, 
(For the grim Tyrant graſps my Heart already). 
Speak well of me; and if thou find ill Tongues 
Too buſie with my Fame, don't heat me Wrong'd; 
"Twill be a noble Juſtice ro be Memory . 
Ot a poor Wretch once honout'd with thy Love. 
How my Head ſwims ! tis very dark. Good night. [Dies. 
Caſt. If I ſurvive thee! what a Thought was that! 
Thank Heav'n I go pre par'd agaiuſt that Cutis. 
Enter Chamont, diſarm d, and ſeiz d by Acaſto and 
| Servants . 
Cham. Gape Hell, and ſwallow me to quick Damnation, 
If I forgive your Houle, if I not live 
An everlaſting Plague to thee, Acaſto, 
And all thy Race. Y'have over-power'd me now; 
But hear me, Heav'n! --- Ab! here's the Scene of Death, 
My Siſter, my Mozimie ! Breathleis! now, 
Ye Powers above, if y' have Juſtice, ftrike, 
Strike Bolts thro' me, and thro' the curſt Caſtalio, 
Acaſt. My Poly dore. | > 
Pol. Who calls? Tt 
Acaft. How cam'ſt thou wounded > _ 
Caſt. Stand off thou hot. brain d boiſterous noiſie Ruffian, 


And leave me to my Sorrows. 


Cham. By the Love 
J bore her living, I will ne'er forſake her, 
But here remain till my Heart burſt wich ſobbing. 
Caſt. Vanith I charge thee, or- [| Draws @ Dagger. 
Cham. Thou canſt not kill me, 
That would be Kindneſs, and againſt thy Nature. 
| Acaſt. 
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Unjuſtly haſt purſu'd me with thy Hate, 


Tell me, 1 beg you, tell me the fad cauſe 


The ORPH A 


Of all chis Ruin. 


Ot all our Woes. Caſtalio's Innocent, 
And ſe's Monimia, only I'm to blame: 
Inquire no farther. 

Caſt. Thou unkind Chamont, 


ny 


And ſought the Life of him that never wrong'd thee : | 


Now if thou wilt embrace a noble Vengeance, 


Come join with me aud curſe. 

Cham. What? 

Caſt. Firſt thy ſelf, OS 
As I do, and the Hour that gave thee Birth: 
Confuſion and Diſorder ſeize the World, 

To ſpoil all truſt and converſe amongſt Men; 


'Twixt Families engender endleſs Feuds, 
In Countries ngedlets Fears, in Cities Factions, 


In States Rebellion; and in Churches Schiſm: 


Till all things move againſt the Courle of Nature ; 


Till Forms diffolv'd the Chain of Cauſes broken, 


Thus I find Reſt, and thall complain no more. 
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And the Originals of Being loſt. 

Acaſt. Have Patience. | 

Caſt. Patience! preach it to the Winds, 
To roaring Seas, or raging Fires ! the Knaves 
That teach it laugh at ye, when ye believe em. 
Strip me of all the common Needs of Life, 
Scald me with Leproſie, let Friends forſake me, 
Fil bear it all; but curſt to the Degree 
That I am now, tis this muſt give me Patience: 


6 [ Stabs bimſelf. 
Pol. Caſt ali“ Oh! „„ N 
Caſt. I come. „„ | 
_ Chamont, to thee my Birth- tight I bequeath: «+ 


Comfort 


—_—_— 


Mourning Father, heal his Griefs , 
[Acaſto faints into the Arms of a Servant. 
For I perceive they fall with veg upon him. 
And for Monimia's ſake, whom thou wilt find 
I never wrong'd, be kind to poor Serina. 
Now all I beg, is, lay me in one Grave 
Thus with my Love. Farewel, I now am ----- nothihg 
| Dies. 
Cham. Take care of good Acaſto, whilſt I go 
To ſearch the Means by which the Fates have plagu'd us, 
_ Tis thus that Heay'n its Empire does maintain, 
It may afflict, but Man muſt not complain. 
| [Excunt mic: 
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O ve ſeen one Orphan ruin'd here, and I 
May be the next, if old Acaſto die: 
| Should it prove ſo, I'd fain amongſt you find, 

Who tis would to the Fatherleſs be kind. 
To whoſe Protection might I ſafely go? 
Is there amongſt you no Good-nature? No. 
What ſhould I do? ſhould I the Godly eek, 
And go 4 Conventicling twice a Week? 5 
Quit the le ud Stage, and in prophane Pollution, 2 


Affect each Form and Saint-like Inſtitution. 
So draw the Brethren all to Contribution? 

Or ſhall I (os I gueſs the Poet may . | 
Within theſe three Days) fairly run ay 
No to ſome City-Lodgings Ill retire, 

Seem very Grave, and Privacy dere: 

Till I am thought ſome Heireſs rich in Lands, 

« Fled to eſcape a cruel Guardian's Hands; 
Mich may produce a Story worth the telling 
Þ Of the next Sparks that go a tortunesſtealing.} 
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